— R̃ I 
— 


_ 


THE 


CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA. 
r 


COMIC OPERA.” 2 


IN THREE ACTS. 


* — 
* 


AS PERFORMED AT THE 


5 


THEATRE-ROYAL, COVENT-GARDEN. 


* 
- 


WRITTEN BY 


JOHN O'KEEFE, Es 25 88 
Author of Tony Lumpkin in Town. — The Son - in- 


Law. — he Dead Alive. —Agreeable Surprize. 
Fontainbleau; or, Our Way in Frunce.— The Pofi- 
tive May. — The Poor Soldier. — Love in a Camp; 
or, Patrick in Pruſſia.— The Farmer.—The Young 


Quaker.—Beggar on Horſeback, —Peeping Tom.— 
Ide Priſoner at Large.— The Toy ; or, Hampton- 


Court Frolicks.— Wild Oats ; or, te Strolling Gen- 
tleman.—Little Hunchback.—The Siege of Curzola. 
Modern Antiques z or, The Merry Mourners 
The Highland Reel.—Birth Day; or, Prince. of 


Arragon.—Sprigs af Laurel. —Fhe London Hermit; 


or, Ramyles in Dorfetſhire.— The World in a Nil- 
lage, &c. &c, xc. 5 


——Hſ— ; 
D LI V. 


MEESRS. GC. BURNET, ABBEY-STREET, e. WoGAN, P. 
BYRNE, W. JONES, AND J. MIZLIKEN, 


s 1797 


* 0 — 
— — 
a> * 


„ 
3 
4 5 — 
—— - 


. 


r Ls 


2 


press 
= — 


W 
_—— ů — — 
1 


— 


— — 


— — 


111 


— — 


— — £ 4 
” R 
= — 


— 
= 


* 2 
_ — 
* 


„ 


— 
1 f 


2er % 


— 
* 
% 
* 7 
* * 
l * * - 0 * 4 
, ' \ 4 ® 
- 8 % . . 8 - 
, ” * 0 
=4 * 5 o 
. 
: — 
. / ( - 4 \ 
2 
- . 
: © a 
* * * * 0 
8 © R \ . 
N * * 5 
2 + * 1 4 
* N . 
_- 5 * : : 
* 0 0 
- EF 0 5 : 5 1 . 4 „ 
- . 
* F 4 
. = * 
- - 5 « * . 3 
. 
- 4 72 ; 
2 * * C 
* — o 
, 5 : 
7 * * -4 * 
. ; 5 * / 
* vol Ll 
a * 
* * 4 x 
* o * 
*. = 
1 5 / * k * * 
A = 1 s - . , 
* N Pd 
* g 
-* 
* — 1 . 
* _ 
* e 
- - * 
* 
f 8 Pi — * 
F - 
- 
a * 
— . 
/ n : 
4 % 
* 
" : L 
v * - # % / F oy 
- - 
* * . 
— 
* 


 DRAMATIS- PERSON. 


Don Scipio, . . Wilſon. Z | 
Don Czfar, or (Ramirez) Afr. Reinhold. | 
Don Fernando, M. Mattochs. 
Don Juan, . . A.. Fearon. wes 
Don Alph Mrs. Kennedy. 
| Pedrillo, F He. Edwin... 
Spado, a M. Dnick. 
Sanguino, a . Mr. Mahon. 
Calvette, ¶ Banditti Mr. Thompſon. 
1 Ke 
Philippo, . Mr. Brett. 
Vaſquez, . . Mr. Stevens. 7 
. Mr. Ledger. | 
Victoria, F . Miſs Harper. | 
Lorenza, 8 Signora Beſtini. vx 
Ifabella, „ br 
mndit „ Servants, &c. | 
3 SCENE, Spain. | 
| Time a Night and Morning. 1 
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SCENE I.—4 Cavern with winding Stairs, atid 

EKeceſſes cut in the Rock; a large Lamp hanging 
In Center, à Table, Wine, Fruits, Kc. in 
diforder— At the head Don Cxſar, on each 


do, Sanzuiao ino, and others of the 
2 * 7 


AIR I. And CHORUS Dos CAA. 


ERE we ſons of freedom dwell _ _ © 
In our friendly, rock-bewn cell; 
Pleaſure's difates we obey, 
Nature points us out the way. 
Ever ſocial, great and free, 
 Palour guards our liberty. 


a | A 1 R 
Don Cæſ. Of ſevere and per tial la cus, 
ena zudges, Alguarih; 
eary wy > wh iron jaws, . 
Qar and gibbet—Whips er wheels 
Let's ner think * | 
_While thus we drink | 
Gurt Muſca dine | 
- DO life divine! | 4 
Chorus. Here wwe fone of freedom daveN, Sc. · 
Don Ceſar. Come, Cavaliers, our carbints are 
leaded, our hearts are 38, charge your glaſſes, 
RS = I hus 
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Bacchus gives the word, and a volley makes us im- 
mortal as the roſy god. —Fire ! > | 

Spade. Ay, Captain, this is noble firing. Oh, I 
love a volley of grape-ſhot—Are we to have any ſky- 
light in our . (looking at Sanguino's glaſs. 7 
Don Ceſar. Oh, no! a brimmer reund. Come, 
a good booty to us to-night. (All drink.) 8 

Spade. Booty! Oh, I love to rob a fat Prieſt.— 
Stand, ſays I, and then I kneck him down, 

Sanguino, My noſe bleeds. (/ooks at bis hand- 
terchie f) I wonder what colour is a coward's 
blood! 2 

Spado. Don't you ſee it's red ? | 

Sanguino. Hah! call me coward, [riſes in fury) 
Sirrah ! Captain! Cavaliers! but this icar on my 
forehead contradiQs the miſcreant. 

Spado. Scar on your forehead! Ay, you will look 
behind you when you run away. 

Sanguino. I'll ſtab the villain—(draws friletto) I 
will, by heaven. | | 

Don Cæ ſar. Poh, Sanguino! yon know when a 
jeſt offers, Spado regards neither time, place nor 


2 


on. 
All. (inter peſing) Don't hurt little Spado ! 

Sado. (hiding behind) No, don't hurt little 
Spado. n 

Sanguino. Run away! Armies have confeſs'd my 
valour— the time has been— but no matter! (Ss) 

Don Ceſar. Come, away with reflection on the 
paſt, or care for the future ; the preſent is the golden 
moment of pofſeſſion—Let us enjoy it. 

All. Ay, ay, let us enjoy it. 

Don Ceſar. You know, Cavaliers, when 1 
enter'd into this- noble fraternity, I boaſted only of a 
little courage ſharpen'd by neceſſity the refult of my 
youthful follies, a father's ſeverity and the malice of 
a good natur'd dame. eiae 

Sendo. Captain, here's a ſpeedy walk off to old 
women. | L * 

Atl. (Drink) Ha, ba, ha! | 
| > * Don 
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De Ceſar. When you did me the honor to ele 
me your captain, tw conditions I (fipulated—Tho? at 
war with the world abroad, unity and ſocial mirth 
ſhould preſide over our little © Geary" at 
home. | 

Spado Yes, but Sanguino's for no head—he'll 
have ours a common- wealth of fiſts and elbows. - 

Don Ceſar. The other, uuleſs to preſerve your 
own lives never commit a murder. 


Spade. 1 murder'd ſince that=——a oy 3 coach- 
horſe. 


All. Ha, ha, ha! 
Don Ceſar. Hand me that red. wine, 


AIR IL -Dow Caen: IF 


_ Flow, thou regal purple fiream, 
 Tindur'd by the ſolar beam, | 
In my goblet ſparkling riſe, 
Cheer my beart and glad my eyes. 
My brain aſcend on fancy s wing, 
oint me wine, @ jovial king. 
While I live, Ill lave my clay, 
When I'm dead and gone away, 
Let my thirfly ſubjeds ſay, 
A month 80 * but that was May. 


(Thunder. ) 
Den Cæſar. Hark, how diftiat we hear the 
thunder through this vaſt body of earth and rock— 


Rapino, is Calvette above upon his poſt ? 


Rapi no. 1 
Don Ceſar. Spado, tis your ' bufineſs to relieve 
the N 


Spade. Relieve! what s the matter with him ? 


Don Ceſar. Come, come, no jefting with duty— 
tis your watch. 


Spade. Let the wol ves watch for me my duty is 


to get ſupper ready ¶ Thunder). Go vp! Od's fire, 
do you think I am a Salamander ? D'ye hear! 
Sanguinoe, No ſport I fear. 


B 2 Don 


4 CASTLE or ANDALUSIA. 
Don Ceſar. Then call Calvette, loch down the 
2 and get us ſome more wine from the 
Spadb. Wine! Ay, Captain, and this being 


night of peace we'll have a diſh of oli yves. 
— ao No peace! we'll up and ſcour the foreſt 


preſemiſy, But welt” chought- on, à rich ok fellow, 
one Don Scipio has lately come to reſide in the euſtle 
on the ſkirts of the foreſt—what ſay you to plunder 
| a Re at | | | 

Don Ceſar. Not to-night—I know my time 
have my reaſorz—T ſhall give command on that 
buſineſs, But where's the ranger we brought in at 
_ laſt mg eb . 7 15 

api no, He repoſes in yonder receſs. 

Spado. Ay, egad, there he lies with a face. as in- 
nocent de.) If my ſellow- rok wou'd but fly 
off—T'd bave the pigeon here within all to myſelf. 

Calvette. (appears at the tap of the winding flair: 
with a lanthern) A booty! A 
Sanguine. Good news, Cavaliers; here comes 
Calvette. 48+ | 
Calwette. A booty! | 
Sanguino, What! where? _ 

Calwette, Soft—but one man l. 
Sanguino. But one man! Is he alone ? 

Calvette. Quite, > * * 

Speds. One man and alone—that's odd)! 
(alete. He ſeems in years, but bis habit, (as 
well as I could diſtinguith,) ſpeaks him noble, 
(deſcends) © SH AE: * | 
Dan Cefar, Then he'll fight. My arms! | 
| Spade, Oh, he'll fght—Get my armz—no, my 

legs will do far me. | (aſide) 
- Sanguine. Come, my carbine—quick} __ 
Den Ceſer. To the attack of one man—paltry-! 
| Only you, Calvetie, Sanguino; Rapino and Spado 
go, the reſt prepare for out general excurbon.. - * _ 

Spadb. Ca ptuin, den't ſend me; indeed I'm too 
raſh! | 2 | * 

f an. 
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| ö 
Don Ceſar. Come, come, leave buffoonery and | 
to your duty. ö 


8 te and Rapino aſcend, the ref go in at 
ſeveral receſſes, Spado, the laſt, * up 
22 ] 

L Enter Alrnonso. 

Alphonſo. I find myſelf ſomewhat refreſh'd by my- 
lumber; at ſuch a time to fall into the hands of 
theſe ruffians, bow unlucky ! Pm pent up here; my 
rival Fernando, once my friend, reaches Don Scipio , 
Caſtle, weds my charming Victoria, and | loſe her 


for ever; but if J could ſecure an interview, love. 
ſhould plead my cauſe. 


—— — 


— 


—_ —_ 22 
- \ 33 — — — Eo r 


— — wt 
n 
— 


ATR III.—Arxrrnoxso. 


Fhe hardy ſailor braves the ocean, 
Fearleſs of the roaring wind ; 

Yet his heart, with ſoft emotion, 
Throbs to leave his love behind, 


To dread of foreign ſoes a firanger, 
Tho? the youth can dauntleſs 3 
Alarming fears paint ever y 
In-a rival, left at. * 


Spado returns down the fairs. 


Spado. (afide.) Now. for ſome talk with our 
8 here — Stay, ate they all out of ear ſhot ? 
ow the poor bird fipgs in its cage! I know more of 
his affairs than he thinks of by overhearing his con- 
verfation at the inn at Lorca. | 
Alphonſo. How ſhall I eſcape from theſe raſcals !— 
Oh, here is one of the gentlemen. Pray, Sir, may 
I take the liberty— 
Spade. No liberty for you—Yet upon certain con- 
ditions, indeed—give me your hand, 
Alphonſe. ( 14 Len ſcoundrel | 


% 


- 
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Spade, Signor, I wiſh'to ſerve you, and ſetye you 
I will; but I muſt know the channel before I make 
| for the coaſt, therefore to examine: you with the 
- pious ney of an holy Inquiſitor, who the devil 
are you 


Alphonſo. A pious adjuration truly! (d.) Sir 
54 6 is Alphonſo, and J am fon of a banker at 
id 


"Spade. Banker! Oh! 1 thooght he ſung like « 

young gold-finch. 
5. Perhaps by "ruſting this fellow may 

make my eſcape 

8 — i TU convince him 1 know his ſecrets, and 
ils I hold his purſe-ftrings. | 

Alphonſo. You won't betray me ? 

Sado. . among thieves, 


Alphonſo. Then To muſt know bes your gang 


_ - attack'd me yeſterdny e 


ven gm 

Spade. Ton were poſting full gallep to Don 
Scipio's caſtle as the — 1d of the foreſt here. 

Alphonſo. Hey} chen perhaps you know ys 
paſſion for— 

Spade, Donna Villeria his daughter. - 

Alphonſe, Then you know that the's N 

Spada. Lo your fijend: Don Feraando de Zelva, 
who is now on his jaurney to the. ceſtle, and to 
the deſtruction of your hopes, weds the lady « on his 
arrival. 


Alphonſo. True, while a pent up in | this | 
curſed cavera, but how you got my ftory, — 


Sade No matter | could let you out of ibis 
curſed cavern. | 


Alpbanſo, And will ou? | 
ER Ah, our trap-door above requires a gokien 


47. Your comrades have not leit me a 
pie re 


wal you give me 1 arder an your 
ker bank for fif'y r and PI tet you 


kak. 'You ſhall have i it, | : 
3 | Spads. 


* 
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Sade. A birgain. Tn ſeeore your eſespe. 


Enter Do CR (behind). 
Don Car. How's this! | 
Spade. Zounds, the Captain Ramirez! (afide.) 
Aye, yow dog, IM ſecure you from an efrape! 
Do you think I'd ſet you at liberty without the 
Captain's orders ? Beiray my truſt. for a bribe ! 
What the devil do you take me for ? (in a ſeeming 
rage.) Oh, rain, I did'nt fee you. 
Don Cafar. hat's the matter? | 
Spado. Nothing, only our priſoner. here was 
miſtaken in his man—tbat's all. Let you eſcape, 
indeed! . | | 
Alphonſo, Here's a rafcal: . | 5 0 
Spade. Raſen Wye bear bim? be has been 
abuſing me this half hour, becauſe I would not 
convey him out without your knowledge, Oh, 
what offers he did muke met but wy integrity 
is proof ageisſt Gailioos, Efcurials, Pera's, and 
Mexico's. | | TW 
Des Cefar. Begone inſtantly to your comrades 
3 (brane ſcen d. 
Signor, no ocenſon to tamper with my com- 
panions ; you ſhall owe your libesty to none but 
me. Some patiiewlnrs of your ſtory, which [ 
had from Spade, base exgag'd me ju your inte- 
reſt—to be free, up in the apen air would you 
venture—ha t ba } ha {act afraid of a ſprinkle 
of rain or d fa of lightning—ha! ha! ha! 
No, no. Well, witheut canſulting my brethren 
dere, ſoon as they ſhall ſally forth, I'll conyey 
you to the cottage of the vines, belonging to 
the peaſant - Philippo, not far from Doo Cipio's 
caſtle ; there you may reſt in ſafety to nighr, 
and | x | L 
Alphonſo. Ah, Captain! no reſt for me. 
Don Cæſar. Look ye Signor, I am & ruſſian, per- 
| haps worte, but venture to tt uſt me pickiock 
may be ure to get to a ueaſure dent iſh to know 


7 
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more of me than I now chuſe. to tell you, but, if 
your miſtreſs loves you as well as you ſeem to love 
her, to-morrow vight ſhe's yours, 
Alphonſo My good friend! | 
Don Ceſar. Now for ' Philippo—lT don't ſuppoſe 
you wiſh to ſee any of our work above, hal ha! hal 
Well, well, I was once a lover, but now 


Alk. IV. Don Cena 


% 


bs on by the ſpur of valour graded, . 


Piſtols ng ir and — rey N 
Courage flrikes on bear ta of fee 
| #1 each ſpark. 11 P 
Through the dark © 
Gloom of night, © | 
Lends a clear and cheeri 
Who, a fear or 


Like ſerpents now, through thickets creeping, 
| Then en our prey, like lions, leaping | 
Calwette to the onſet lead ns, © 
15 Let the wand ring trawler dread us! ' 
Struck with terror and amaze, 5 
While our 4. with lightning blaze. (Thun-- 
er. 
Thunder 10 our. carb ines roaring, | 
Burſling clouds in torrents pour ing, Ex 
Each a free and roving blade, 
Durs a free and roving trade, 
To the onſet let's away, 
Falour calls, and we obey, 4 
We” [Excunt.. 


light, : 
t can feel F. 4 Fo 


SCENE II. 4 Fefe, (a flormy night.) 


; Enter Fexnanno. 


Fernando. Pedrillo calling. What a dreadful. 
night, and horrid place to be benighted ! Pedrillo! 
EI fear I've loſt my ſervant, but, by the pace 1 rode 
ance I left Ecceija, Don Scipio's caſtle can't be very 


fat 
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far diſlant—this was ebene heat my wedding night, 
if I arriv'd there Pedrillo ! Faelle, 0 


Pedrille f iahin Sir 
Fernando. Where ue you, Geral? 
Pedrills Quite aſtray, Sir. 
Firnands. his'wa y- | 


Peart. LO ( Grein his way). 
Pedrills, Any body's way, for I have loſt my own 


o you ſee me, 


Fernand, No, indeed, Pedrillo! {Lightni 2 
Pedrilb. You ſaw me then, Sir. 5 under. 


this muſt frighten the mules, they H break 
dles; I tied the poor beaſts to a tree. 
Fernando. Well, we may fird 'em in the 


if they efcape the banditti which I am told infeſts 


this foreſt. 


Pedrills Banditti! (A fbot without.) Ab! we are 


dead men. 5 
Fernando. Bamebody in trouble! 
Pedrilto. No, me 


Fedril/o. Lord, 
our own ? 


fellow-creature in diftreſs? (Draws.) - 


Pedrillo. What fine creatures theſe gentlemen ate! 
But for. ue, I am a poor, mean, raſcally ſervagt—lo 


I'll ey'a take my chance with the mules, 


AIR V. Prost. | 


s tronhles ars over. 
Fernanda. Dra low me, Pedrillo, . 
et be at we troubles enough of 


Fernande. Follow! Who: can deny aſſiſlance io bis 


> 


their — 


morning. 


[Exit. 


i added 
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1 ſaddled bis feed fo fine and ſo gay, 
Galleping, dreary, dun, 
mounted my mule, and we rode — 
With our baily, De. 


We canter'd along until it grew dark, 
Nan, dreary, dun, 
The ni 7 ot pole Ces ed 7 the lark, 


| We met with a Bias, and aſd bim our way, 
* dreary, dun, 


By the = Jays the ys you” re e both gone 
| ray, N 
vil. your, Ne. 5 „ 


Our A I fear, will 40 a; no gend. 
| Galloping, dreary, dun, 

We wander alane, like the bebes in the Wag; 
255 #F. ith our, ec. ; 


My maſter is bin , and 71 "ry a prep 
e 32 dun. a 


But now I think better, I'd better 8 Jeep, 


With my, Ac. [Exit. 
SCENE IH. thicker part of the foreft: Large 
” tree and fone croſs, 


Enter Don Scipio, attached 'by- SanG uno, Ra- 
PIN o, and CALVETTE. | 


Sanguins Now, Rapino, lo off his ſword-arm. 
Don Scipio. Focdear| there's my purſe, you taſ- 

cal? » (Throws it-dozon ) 
Sanguino Fire!” bk 


4 Spade. (pee pine Russ bie large tree) No, don't 


Sanguine. I an wounded, hew him to pieces! 
. [as Don Scipio is nearly 9 
nter 


CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA. - 11 
Euter Fannando. 


Fernande, Ha ! what murderous ruffians ! 
[engages the Banditti who precipitately diſperſe 

Wer. \feveral ways. 5 ; g 

Spade, Holloa ! the foreſt is ſurrounded with In- 
quiſitors, Alguazits, Corrigidors and holy fathers. 

Don Scipio. Oh, 4 hav'at- fought ſo much theſe 
twenty years. , 32 „5 on 

Spade. Eb, we have loſt the field, curſed dark; 
tho' I think I could perceive but ore man come to the 
relief of eur old Don here. c 


Don Scipio. But where are you, Signor ? Approach, 
my brave deliverer. | 


Spade. So here's a vidory and nobody to claim it! 
think ll go down and pick up the laurel, (deſcends 
from the tree.) I'll take the merit of this exploit, I 
may get ſomething by it. | | 

Don Scipio. I long to thank, embrace, worſhip 
this generous ſtranger as my guardian angel. 
Sado. ee may pats for this angel in the 
dark—Villains, reis! robbers, to attack an 
honeſt old gentleman on the King's Highway l but J 
made the 7 ſcamper! _ [FL apouring about. 

Don Scipio. Oh, dear! this is my preſerver ! 

Spado. Who's there? Oh, you are the worthy old 
gentleman I reſcued from theſe raſcal banditti. 

Don Scipie. Noble, valiant ftranger=l— 

Spado. No thanks, Signor, I have ſav'd your life, 

and a good action rewards itſelf. 

Don Scipio. A gallant fellow faith—Eh, as well as 
J cou'd diſtinguiſh in the dark, you look'd much taller 
juſt now? (looking cloſe at bim) 2 

Spado. When I was fighting? true, anger riſes me 
—l always appear fix foot in a paſſion; beſides my 
hat and plume added to my height. 8 

Don Scipio. (by accident treading on the purſe.) 

Hey, the rogues have run-off without my purle too. 

; Spado. Purſe, O. ho! (afde.)— What, I have 
ſav d your purſe as well as your precious life ! Well, 
of a peer fellow, I am the luckieſt dog in all * 
| 0 


* 


fellow! 
b he ol 
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Don Scipio. poor! Good friend; accept this purſe 


as 3 r token of in ragt | 
J. | 


* dear I 4 Wenns 
| 2 rd, I am — - ee 
wt. R 
o SR Hey, f 1 conf find ay dane too I 
t it ſomewhere hetea beute when : Grew 10 de- 
myſelf (looking about.) 


<queror—no ,- vw got the ſpeils of the field. 
(ide, chinks the purſe ani Covered) dg. +:7 


Don Sripio; tub uniber-heded c W 
bouking about: 2 8 


Aer 3 


Fernando. The villains l. :. 
Don Seigio. Ay, you made / like pigeons, m 


- 


little ganag-gock !/ 


Fm. Oh, I fandy te is the lemun 4 
was attack d. Not hurt, 1 hope, Sir 

Den Sripio. No, I'm * 100gh ola bie- Ox. gude, 
well thoaght en. — feel if there's @ ring en che purſe, 


it's a relick of my Yeceas'd dy, is * 
I you to tetum t. 


Teen. Return what, Sir ? G 
Don Stipio; A ring you find on the puoſe- \ 
Fernando — purſe really, Six, I ouſt un- 
derſtand you. 
Don Scipio. Well, walk, no marter—A mercenary 


an has been robb'd, 
andy willitg chat I Gould reimburſe bis hoffe. 


Ade. 
Don geiyie. It grows Nighter : I think I. can dittin- 
guiſu the path 1 To —follow me, my hero, and 


( uddenly turns and looks fledfuftly at Fer- 

N — — hope you nate in a 

paſſion, but I think you look hx tobt bigh again 
Fernanda, A range, mad old ieiow s bal. 


E Sonde 1 fancy here datos 


Den 


* 
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| Don Scipio, Theſe raſcals may rally, ſo come along 
to my caſtle, and my daughter Victoria ſhall welcome 
the preſerver of her father. 

Fernand Y our daughter, Victoria! Then, per- 
age, Ss you are Don Scipio, my intended father- 
in-Jaw 

Don Scipio. Eh! Why, zounds! is it poſſible that 
you can be my expected fon, Fernando? 

Fernando The ſame, Sir, and was on my journey 
to your Caſtle when beaighted in the foreſt here. 

Don Scipio. Oh, my dear boy! (embraces him. 
Damn'd mean of him to take my purſe tho'—(afide. 

Ah, Fernarido, you were 0. touch ſome 
your wife's fortune befare-ha . 

Fernando. Sir ; 

Don Scipio. Huſh! You have the money and keep 
it: aye, ang the ring too; I'm glad it's not gone out 
of the family—Hey,.it grows lighter—Come! - — 

Fernanda. My raſcal Pedrillo is fall'n alleep ſomes _ 
where, 

Don Scipio. No, we're not ſafe here Come, then, 
my dear—brave—valiant—Curs'd pala to take my 
purſe tho. (aſi de.) [ Zreunt. 

Spado. (who bad been Aae advances) 80 
then our old gentleman is father to Victoria, my 

oung banker Alphonſo's mid teſs, and the other is 
— his dreaded rival this is the firſt time they 
ever ſaw each other too— He has a ſervant too, and 
his name Pedrillo—a thought, ſtrikes me, if I could 
by croſs paths but get to the caſtle before em, I'll 
raile a moſt, delicious commotion In troubled waters 


' I throw my r hook—(Whifile without.) Excuſe 
me, gentlemen, 'm 7775 gd. | 
1 


_ (Exit. ant whiſtle heard without. 
1 Iv —4n n in Scipio's caftle. 
Euter Victoria and CarTiLING. 


Catilina. — dear — do not ſubmit to to 
into . 


0 5 Vidborig. 


— 
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date the veil," and & pareti”s volee is the eall ef hes 


- 


veer: +. 355545 27 + , | 
ng. Heart! WAI; cho! the fellow Near 
Em at angel, this world ig good enough for me 
Dear Ma'm, 1 wiſh. ! cou'd but o 5 you in love. 
*Vi#o/4a.| Heigh hof Cadlins, Abate: 
of gentleman tis Don Fetpando is; who is conttdd- 
ed tome, 4d Houtly expekted at the caſtle! 
Catilina. A beautiful man, I Warrant But, 
Mi'm, yoirevot to hüve him. Huſh! Dime Ifibe), 
not content With "making your futher by flights and 
ik uſuge, force your brother, poor Don lr, 
run about the world in the Eord knows what witd 
courſes, but ſhe now has perſuadeq the old gentleman 
to "paſs her bots, 1 oH Dor Fetnarido for you —— 
Phere, vonder ſhe is flaupfing, ſo be jewelbd and 
be · plum d— Well, if I was you; they might take wy 
birth · right but my huſband— take my man— the 
deuce ſhall take them firſt! Ah, nal. if | ever da go 
to beav'o I'll bave a fmart dad in my company. 
Send you to a nhu nner) 
fei. Was my fond mother alive! — Catilina, 
my father” wilt certafnly marry this Dame Iſabel; I m 


"DD wa 0 


© 


now an'aHen to! his ffeQtons, bereft of every joy and 
every bope, T'ſhall quit the world withopr 4 frgh. 


Ab, ſolitude, tale my diftreſs, 
My priefs FI unbofom to thee, 
Tach thou chu gently repreſs, | 
Thy ſilence is ae 70 fe. * | , f 1 


Tit peace from my ſonnet may ſpring, _ f 
= For 'prace Tet mefly" the e 422 
. my ſorrows I ing W; 

Ni err the theme of ny ſong: | 

; 8 * — p [Exit 


. * yz LET + 
ms AL Qt TE, 


cron. 


Catilina. 1 quit this caſtle as ſoon 45 erer Dorha 
RENE >; X Vigoria 


% 
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Victoria enters a nunnetySball i 50 with her ? No, 
I wag never made for: a cla >" III. back to the 
vine yard, and if my ſweetheart, Philippo, is as _ 
as ever, Who knows—1 was his queen of all the gi 
tho” the charming, youth was the guitar, es, — 
and hautboy of out village. l 7 


AIR VI. —CaTILING. 


Like ny ny der} [wain, no 72 
1 0 7 full © = 
Is al wr wile 24 bo 7M I 
0 foot it up ſ% fcatly 
"2 e 1 
£2 m far and near, * 
| Big female came, LI, 
_ Both girl and dame, 
- all bis bon, 


0 e round . 


Hul round. Bi the id ri „ 
We nimbiy.d4 K in pheecwnds 7 is 


- 


24 


fav. e wen i 1 


| — 8 
| 1775 mu fic. Far; | A 
Inu His guittar ae 

Bus touch bis flut ute 

The crowd was mute, 

His only — ' 

Fer eve? 

74 6 Jak ber, 


Emer Vasauez, introducing, SP ADB. 
Vaſques. Vil inform dame. Ifabel,. Sir—pleaſe, ta, 


— 


wait a moment. [Exit Vaseuezs, 


Spade, Sar !— This. dame Iſabel is, it ſeeus, 
e whom. Don Weg pane 
ever ſince the. death of his lady, as ſupreme, directieſs, 
over his fainily, has _ 4 a Cendadey, NE 

im 


ad » —C Ad 
3 —— 
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him, ev'n to drive his own ſon ont of his houſe, and, 
ha, ha, ha! is now drawing the old Don into a ma- 
trimonial nooſe, ha, ha, ha! Egad, I am told, rules 
the roaſt here in the caſtle—Yes, yes, ſhe's my mark 
tio! Now for my tory, but wy ſcheme is up if 
I tell her a fingle truth—Ah, no fear of that.—Oh; 
this way ſhe moves— - | 


Enter Dame IsaBzL and Vasque z. 


* = ; 
Vadella. Don Scipio not 'return'd! A fooliſh old 
man, rambling about at this tine of night! Stay, 
Vaſquez, where's this ſtrange, ugly, litile fellow you 
ſaid wanted to ſpeak with me? © 
 Faſques. (canfuſed) Madam, I did not fay— 
Spade. No matter, young man— Hem ! 
| $ [Exit VasQUEZ. 
Iſabella Well, Sir, pray who are you? | 
Spade. (bowing ebſequiouſly.) Madam, I have the 
honour to be confidential ſervant and ſecretary to Don 
Juan, father to Don Fernando de Zelva. 
Iſabella Don Fernando! Heav'ns! is he arrived ? 
Here, Vaſquez, Lopez, Diego | (ca/ling.) | 
Spadb. Hold, wadam ; he's not arriv'd! Moſt fa- 
gacious lady, pleaſe to lend your attention for a few 
moments to an affair of the higheſl importance to Don 
Scipio's family. My young maſter is coming— 
| <4) Well, Sir! | 
pado. Incog. I 
1ſabella. Incog ! | 
Spado, Madam, you ſhall hear—(afde) Now for 
a lie worth twenty piſtoles—The morning before his 
departure, Don Fernando calls me inte his cloſer, 
and ſhutting the door, Spado, ſays he, you know 
this obſtinate father of mine has engag'd me to marry 
4 lady | have never feen, and to morrow, by his or- 
der I ſet out for-Don Scipio her father's caſtie for that 
N but, ſays he, ſtriking his breaſt with one 
and, twiſting his muſtachios with the other, 424 
turning up his eyes—if, when I ſee her, ſhe 1 * 


— —ẽ—ẽ : — — — 
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hit my ſaney -i 11; not marry her, by the — 1 !; 
Iſhag t mentionchis, oath before, you, madam: 2 

Iſabella, No, pray don't, Sir. 

Spade. Thetefore, ſays: he, | deſign. to dreſs. pe- 
drillo, my arch 4081 a valet, in a luit of my clothes, 
and he 1 perſonate me at Don Scipio's caſtle,, 
while. I, in a livery, paſs fot him —If | like the lady, 
Ireſume my o charaRer and take her hand, if net, 
the deceit! contmues; and Pedrilla; weds Doan, Vic- 
toria, juſt to warn parental tyranny how. it dares to, 
clap up marriage withqut conſulting our Inclinationse,. 

lſabella; Here's a diſcovery ! fo then, it's my poor 
child. that await have fall'n into this ſgare—(e/ide,),, 
Welt, god Sir! 

Sod. And, (continued he) Spado, I appoiat you 
E ſpy in this Dan Scipio's family; to cover, 
ou: deſigne, let it be a ſecret that you belong to me, 

and 1 ſhan't ſeem even to know you—Y oulll:cafily . 
get a foo ing in the family, ſays, he, by impoſi iog ſame, 
lie or other upon a foohſh woman I'm told is In * 
caſtle, Dame Iſahel, I think they call her. 

[/abilla. He Mall find 1 am not ſo eaſily impos'd 


3 | ſaid ſo, madam; 6 1, a lady of Dame 
Ifabel's wiſdom muſt ſoon find me out was Ito, tell. 
a lie, 


Iſaballa, Ay, that.! ſhould, Sir. 
Enter NASQYUEZ». . 


Vaſguer. Oh, Madam ! my maſter is reumnꝰd and 
Don de de Zelya with him. 
[Exit VAN 
I/abella; Don Fernanda! Oh, then, this, is. the 
raſcally Valet, but PI give, him a welcome with a 


vengeance | | 


Sade, Hold, Madam! Suppele for / a liule ſport, | 


Yau;ſeem to humour the deceit, only to ſee, how the 
fellow. acts his part, he/ll play: the gentleman, very 
well, I'll warrant ; the dog is an excellent mimic, for, 


you mult knows. luna, this,Pedjjllo's mother. was 3 


C3 Giply,., 2 
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Gipfy, his father'a Merry Aqdrew to a Mountebank, 
and he bimſelf five years Trumpe er to a company of 
Strolling Players. co 

Iſabella. So, I was likely to have a hopeful ſ0n-- 
in- Ila Good Sir, we are eternally indebted to you 
for this timely notice of the impoſition. | 

Spade, Madim, I've done the common duties of an 
"honeſt man—T have been long in the tamily, and can't 
ſee my maſter making ſuch a fool of himſclf without 
endeayouring to prevent any miſchance in conſe- 


ence. | 
Tifabella. Dear Sir, I befeech you be at home un- 
der this roof, pray be free, and want for nothing the 
houſe. affords, 8 
Spado. (Bows.) Good Madam! III want for no- 
thing 1 can lay wy fingers on. (afide.) 
vg IP (Exit Sramo.) 
* Tſabella. Heav*ns! what an honeſt fogt it is ! what 
a lucky diſcovery ! Oh, here comes my darling girl! 


Enter Loxtnz a, (magnificently dreſs d.) 


Lorenza. Oh, cara Madre! See, behold !!—-Can 1 
fail of captivating Don Fernando? Don't 1 look 
charming . . 

Ifabe!/; Why, Lorenza, 1 owult ſay the toilet has 
done it's duty, Im glad re fee you in ſuch ſpirits, my 
dear child! | 

Lorena, Spirirs? ever pay, ever ſpiightly, chear- 
ful as a laik—bu', iy dear mother—- 75 | 

* {ſabella. Moth or! Huſh, my dear ! you forget yon 
are now to paſs Donna Victoria, Don >cipio's 
daughter; and for that purpoſe, my love, I had you 
brought from I:1iy—1r ſeen s your young Madrid 
Lover, Alphonse too, thinks you Victoria; but yon 
muſt forget him, d. | 
Lorenza. Le but how ſhall 1 forget my Flo- 
Tence Lover, my dear Ramirez? I love bim, Alphon- 
fo loves me, and here for the-ſake of. Fortune muſt 1 
vive my hand to this Don Fernando, when there 


van t poſſibly be any love on either ſide. Nad de 
; (1 


- 
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Iſabella. I requeſt, wy dear, you'll not think of 
this Ramitez—ev'n from your own account of him, 
he muſt be a perfon of moft diff lure principles 
fortunately he knows you only by your name of Lo- 
renza, | hope he won't find yoo out here, - : 

Lorenza Then, farewel, loving Alphonſo— 
Adieu, bel v' Ramirez! In obedience to your com- 
mands, *M:dan', | ſhall accept of this Don Fernan- 
do ; and as a huſband, I will love him if I cag— 


AIR VIL. Loxenza, 


Love! gay illuſion ! 
Pleafing deluſion, 

With {weet Tnirufion, 
©. Poſſeſſes the mind, 


Love with love meeting 
| Paſſion is fleeting ; 
Vows inrepeating 487 
Me truſt to the wind. 


Faith to faith plighted, 
Lede may be blighted ; 
Hearts often flighted 
ill ceaſe lo be hind. 
+ > 
Emer Vasquez. 


Vaſquez, Madam—my maſter and Don Fernan- 


057, 
Iſabella. Has Don Fernando a ſervant with him ? 
Vaſquez. No, Madam. | 


Ifabella. Ob, when he comes, take notice of 
bim. | 


Enter Don Scir io and Fernando. 


Don Scipio. Oh, my darling dame, and my deli- 
cate daughter, bleſs your ſtars that you ſee poor old 
Scipio alive qgain—Behold my ſon-in-law and the pre- 

terver 
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ſetvet o my life Dog Fernando, there's your ſpouſe, 
and; this, is Donna Iſabeſla, a. lady; of. raſt, merit. of 
which my hett is fenſible, 

Fernando Madam! (ſalutes); 
Labels What an impudent fellow ( ade.) 
Den Scipio Dear Fernando, you are ag welcome 
ta this, caſtle as flattery, to a lady, but there ſhe, — 

bill and-coo- embrace, careſs her. | 


2 (FtabivANDſauẽ,Au Lon tz.) 
Lorenza. If 1 hed never ſeen,” Ramirez, I ſhould 


think the man tolerable enough ! {afide.) 
Don Scipio. Ha! hal. this ſhall be the happy night 

— Eh, Dame Iſabel, by our agreement, betore the 

lark ſings | rake poſſe ſſion of, this noble tenement. 
Fernando. Don Scipio, I-hop'd to have the honour. 
of ſeeing your ſon. 

Den Scipio. My fon! Who, Cafar? Oh, Lord! 
He's—He was a—turn'd out a. profl: gate Sent him 
to Italy —got into bad company don t know what's 
become of him—>My..ear triend; if you would not 
offend me, never mention Don Czlar in my. heating. 
Egad—Eh, my dainty, dame. is not Don Fernando. 
a fine fellow! 

Jſabellu. Yes, he's well enough for a trumpe ter. 
on Scipio. Trumpeter! (with ſurpriſe.) what. 
the devil do you mean by that? Oh, becauſe | ſound. 
his praiſe; but, Maday), he's. a, cavalier of noble. 
birth, title,. ade and va lour 


_ {{abe1a. Don Scipio, a, word. iß you diene 
(ales him aſide) 


Larenzg, ( Tor Fer nangey). Si, Signot, our caſtle . 
here is rather a gloomy manſian when co red 
2 the bgautiful  Caſhoo's. on the bapks. of, the 

rno. 

Fernando. Arno! true, Don Scipio ſaid in bis. 
letter, thai his, di ugh tes had: been bred at. Florence. 

Lorenza, You bave had an unpleaſant Journey, 
dignor. 


n IL haue encountered: ſome * 


— 
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y the way, it is true, Madam ; but am amply re 
paid by the honour and happineſs | now ene 
| 7 | | ( Bows.) 
Lorenza. Sit !—T ſwear he's a polite cavilicre 
(afide.) Won't you pleaſe to fit, Sir ? | fancy you 
mult be ſomewhat weary. {btrs.) 
Don Scipio. What the devil! EN. ſure—what 
this tellow only Don Fernanco's foutman ! how ! it. 
can't he! g 
Iſabella. A fact; and preſently you'll ſee Don 
Fernando himſelf in livery. | 
Don Scipio, Look at the impudent ſon of a 
gypſey—Sat himfelf down—Zounds! Pl - 
Iſabella. Hold ! let him play off a few of his 
airs. , 
Den Scigis A footman! Ay, this accounts for 
his behaviour in the foreſt—Don Fernando would 
never have accepted my putſe— (Taps his ſboulder.) 
_ what, you've got there! | 
ernando, Will you pleaſe to fit, Sir? (ri/es) 
Don Scipio, Yes, he looks like a trumpeter. 
(de.) - You may fit down, friend, | 
Ls (with contempt.) 
Fernando. A ſtrange old gentleman ! + 


: Enter Vasquez. 


Vaſquez, Sir, your ſervant, Pedrillo, is arriv'd. 
. | b [Zxit VasQUEZ. 
Iſabella. Servant Pedrillo! Ay, this is Fernando 
biwfelf. ; (Apart joyfully to Scipro ) 
Fernando, Oh, then the fellow hes found his 
way at lalt. Don Scipio—Ladies—excuſe me a 
moment. [Exit FERNANDO» 
Lorenza. What a charniirg fellow! 
Don Scipio. What an impudent raſcal! 
Pedrillo. ( Without.) Is my maſter this way? 
Don Scipio. , Maſter! Ay, this is Fernando. 
OS Enter 
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Enter PtDnILLO, (with a Pertmanteau 7 


Frarillo, Oh, dear! Pve got among the tle- 
folks, | aſk/pardon, $0 W 


Iſabella. How well he does look and act the 


ſervant ! 


Don Scipio. Admirable! Yet I perceive the grandes 


under the livery. 
 1/abella. Plea ſe to fit, Sir; (with'\great reſpe®) 
 Lorenza. A livery ſervant ſit down by: me! 
Don Scipio. Pray ſit down, Sit. (seren. 
Pedrilla Sit down; (Cite) Oh, theſe muſt be 
the upper ſervants of the. family—-her ladyſhip here 
is the houſekeeper, I ſuppoſe—the young tawdry: 
tit, lady's. maid—(hey, her miſtreſs throws off good 
n and old Whiſkers Don Scipio's. butler: 


pur) 
Huter ease 


ie 'Pedrilla ! how q ſeated : what means 
chis diſreſſ a2. 


Pedrille. Sir. (Riſes de bim,) Old Whiſkers the 


- butler there, aſked me to fit down by Signora, the 
. waiting-maid, here. 


Fernando Sirrah 

Beurill Yes, Sir. 

Don Scipim Sir, and b how rarely they aQ 
their parts Il give 'em an item tho' that I under- 
ſtand: weib comedy. Aſide, 


AIR VIL-QUINTETT 0. 


D. Scipio. Sir nor I (to Pedrillo) 
F, Your wits muſt be — 
Our prudence to elulle, 
Your fine plot, 
Tho” ſo pat, 
Will do you little good. 
Pedrillo, 
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Pedtillo. My fin plot ! 


Pm a ſot, 


"If T know abt 
the 


eſe gentlefolks are at. 
Feroando, Paſt the perils o of the night, 


\ 


"Tempeſts, darkneſs, rude alarms; + 
"Phebus riſes clear and bright, 
In the luſire of your charms, 
Lorenza. O, 'tharming, J 14 clare, 
Fo polite a cavalier ! 
He wunderflands the duty, 
And homage due to beauty. 
D. Scipio. Brava] O bravifims! 
Loreaza. Caro! O cariftkmo! © 
Hero faveet bis honey worlds, 
73 Has noble is bis nien? 
D. Scipio. Fine feathers make fine birds, 
e footman's #0 b ſeen. 
7 | But both deſerve a bafting ! 
Pedrillo. Since morning Pe been Ja ing. 
D. Scipio. Tet I could laugh for. anger. 
Pedrillo. Ob, I could cry for hunger. 


D. Scipio. 1 could luugh. 
Pearillo. I could cry. 
D. Scipio. I could qua f, 
Pedrillo So could I. 


D. Scipio. Ha, ba, ha! In in @ fit. 
Pedtillo. os I could pitch alittle bit, | 
D Scipio. Ha, be, ba! | 
Pedrillo. Oh, ob, ob ! 
Lorenza. 4 very pleaſant party ! 1 
Fernapdo- A wwhimfical ! . : 
D, _ 4 aubimſical decepiion ! 

But maſter and wan, atcep! ulis, | 


x bearty. 
- Fernando. N {ccepti our thanks fincere, for WY 4 
Pedtillo. 0a. uulcone bparky. » 
| 5 a „ 0d. 
5 Exp oF Acr l. 
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SCENE 1.4. antique Apartment in the Caſtle. 


(| | Enter Dow Casar (with precaution. Þ - 
Den Ceſar. "THUS far T've got into the caſtle 


| unperceiv'd—1I'm certain San- 

ino means the old gentleman a miſchief, which na- 
| ture bids me endeavour to prevent, I faw the raſcal 
| flip in at the poſtern below ; bur where can he have 
| 


o to! (A fliding pannel opens in the wainſcot, and 
1. comes out.) Yes, yoncer he iſſues like a 
rat or a ſpider.— How now, Sanguino! 

Sanguino. Captain Ramirez ! 
[| | Don C#/ar. On enterprize without my know- 
ledge! What's your buſineis here? 
| "  Sanguino. Revenge! Look—( ſhews a flilette ) if 1 
meet Don Scipio 

Don Ceſar. A ſtiletto ! 1 command you to quit 
your pu rpole 4 

Sanguino, What, no fa bios for my wound laſt - 
night, and lo e my booty too! 

Don Cefar. Your wound was chance Put up 
— We ſhall have noble booty here, and that's our 

- buſineſs —But you ſeem to know y ur ground here, 

Sanguiro ? 

Sanguino. I . was formerly Mafler of the Horte 
to Count D'Oſivi the laſt refident here, fo am well 
acquainted with the galleries, lobbies, windings, 

—_ and every ſecret lurking place in the 

caſtle 

Don Ceſar. Ha, ha, ba! Well, 1 have hopes 
on our booty here, we can afford to laugh at paſt 


dangers, 
AIR 


* 
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AR IX Dos San 


Mts bomeward from the neighb ring fair 
His grain well ſold, diſpell 4 his care, 
W 2 jacund bafle the thrifty ſcuain 
Trips o'er the mead and ſtims the plain, 
He flops ! He views —O0b, dire amaze ! 


His flock, bis cottage all a blaze! 


But haſ!'ning on he looks around, 

The heaih's on fire—to clear his ground. 
His jowvial friends to meet him come, 
And chaunt the chear ful welcome home 3 
With heart- felt joy. the ſound be hears, 
And luugbs away his former fears. 


I miſt Spado at the muſter this morning—did he quit 
the cave with you ? 8 25 | 
Spade. (without). As ſure as I'm alive it's fact, 
ir.— | . | 
Den Ceſar. lon't that Spado's voice? 
Sanguine. impoſſible! o& 4 | 
Don Ceſar. Huih! | _ [They retire. 


| ” + Des Scirro and” Srivo. 
Don Scipio. Yes, I've heard of ſuch places; but 


you lay you've been in the cave where theſe ruſſian 

banditti livre? | 
| Spade, Moſt certainly, fir; for afier havirg 
robb'd me of five hundred Doubloons, the wicked 
rogues. barbarouſly ſtripp'd, tied me neck and heels, 
thlew me acroſs a mule like a ſack of corn, and led 

me blindfold to their curſed cavern, ' | 
Don Scipio. Ah, poor fellow! 5 | 
Spade. There, Sir, in this ſkulking hole the vil- 
lains live in all manner of debauchery, and dart out 
upon the innocent traveller like beaſts of prey. : 
Don Scipio. Oh, the tygers! jult ſo they faſtened 
upon me laſt night, but we ſellow ſervant Pedrillo, 
our 
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our ſham Fernando, and I, made em run like hares ; 
I gave him my purſe for his trouble. 3b > 
Spade And he tgok itt what a mean fellow! 
you ought not te have ventur'd out unarm'd— al- 
' ways take a blunderbyſs when h go upon the road 
the raſcal banditti-are moſt infernaF cowards, 
Don Scipio, What a glorious thing to deliver 
theſe reprobates into the Wade of juſtice, 
Spade. Ah, Sir, twould be a bleſſed affair—Oh, 
I'd hang 'em np like mad dogs ! | 
Den Scipio. Well, you ſay you know the cave? 
Spade. 228 F fipp'd the handkerchief from 
my eyes and a peep, made particular obſerva- 
tions of the ſpot; fo get a ſtrong guard, and I'll lead 
you to the very tra p-door of their den. | 
Don Scipio. Egad, then we'll ſurprize them, and 
ou'll have the pray'rs of the whole country, my 
oneſt friend. 8 | 5 
Spade, Heax'n knows, Sir, I have no motives for 
this diſcovery but the publick good, fo'l expect the 
| will order me a hundred piftoles as a reward 
for my honeſty, | | K 
Den Ceſar. Here's a pretty dog f (apart. 
— Sanguine. Ay, ay, be han't long to live. apart. 
Den Kis. An hundred piſtotes * 

Spade. Sir,, have an eye upon their Captain as 
they call him, he's. the. moſt abandon'd: impudent, 
profligate—( ſuddenly turning ſees Cafar, who ſbegvs 
@ piflol.) Captain did I ſay. (zerrified.) Oh, no 

the Captain's a very worthy good natur'd D 
meant a ſcoundrel, wha thinks he ought to be Cap- 
tain, one Sanguinq, the moſt daring, wicked and 
bloody villain that—(zurning the other way perceives 
' Sanguino with @ piſlol) but indeed, I found San- 
guino an honeſt good natur'd fellow, too— (wich in- 
creaſed terror.) | | 
Dios Scipio. Hey, a bloody, wicked, boneſt, good- 
natur'd fellow what is all this? 
Sado. Ves; then, Sir, I, thought, I faw. theſe two 
entlemen, and at that inſtant, I /Gought they looked 
} terrible, that with the fright, I anuols, 


Dans 
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Don Sch. Awoke! what the devil then, is al] 

this bat a dream you have beet telling me ? 

| Spade. Ay, fir, and the moſt (rightful drenm 1 

ever had in my life. Pm ar this aſtam frightewetl 

out of my wits. & DE OY 

Don Scipio, You. db look frighten'd idee poot 

man! I thought this cave was— wy 4 

Spado. Don't mention vave or I Failt—heighe1 
Enter Varguns: 

A Paſques. Dame Ifabel wants 16 Speak with yon, 
Don Scipio, I'll wait vn her. 
$þao. Yes, Pl wait on her. (going baftily.) 

Dan Scipio. You ! ſhe don't wat you: ; 
Spade. Dear Bir, the can't do without me at this 
time. % | {£xic Seiko. 

I come, (going) . | | 
Den Ceſar. No, you stay. him Brel.) 

| ranch by my dear Captain. (affedting fur iſe 

and joy.) What, and my litcle Sanguino r6o4 Who 
cou'd have ought of your fmding me out here! 


Den Ceſar. Yes, you are fount out. : . 
3 seien. 
ng, Such diſcoveries a0 I have made in the caG 


Don Ceſar. You're io make diſcoveries in the 
E : 5 65 
Sanguin. Our cave! } 0 
Spado. Oh, you overheard that! Didn't 1 hum 
the old fellow finely ? Ha, ha, hal i hi 
Sanguine. And for reward, traitor, take this 
to Fa Ko a _ (Offers 10 flab bim. 
Don Ceſar. Hold, Sanguind. 7p 9 
Spade. Nay, my dear Sanguino, ſtay! What the 
devil——S@ here, I can't tun a-jeft upon a f old 

wan, but I muſt be run thro? with a ſtiletto! 
on Cx/ar. Come, Spado, confeſs what 'eally 
brought you here. | Wy 
S281, Buſineſs my dear Sir, buſineſs, all in our 
D 2 awn 
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own way too. for I def ign'd to let every man of you 
ints: the enſtle this very night, when all the famil 
are in bed, and plundet's the word—Oh, ſuch a 


licious* booty! pyramids of plate, bugs of gold, and 


little cheſts of diamonds! © 
Sanguine. Indeed! * 590 
- Spade. Sanguino, lock at that.eloſer: | . 
Sanpuino Welly! 1 


Spade. A glotridus prise! 

Sangui no. Indeed! 

Spado. Six cheſts of maſſy plate! Look, only look 
into the cloſer z wait here a A ee and Il leich A 
.maſter key that ſhalFopen every one of them. 

Don Czſar. Hey! Eer's ſee thoſe cheſts. 

* Maſſy plate'! Quick, * * —_ 


R PH fetch it. 1 
Suonguine Do, but make haſte, Spade. 
Spade. | will, my dear boy. 
[Exit Saxo lin obs chiſel. 
My good—honeſt—Ob, you tho thieves! (Ade) 
[Exit Sr aD0. 
Dan Ceſar. Yes, Vit avail myſelf of the power 
my influence over our Banditti has put into my hands; 
by heav'n, this night ſhall give me poſſeſſion of the 
taſtle j Þil fee if terror can't reſtore that right of 
which injuſtice has depriv'd me perform my promiſe 
to Alphonſo, quit my honeſt companiong — cat my 
ſpoil to Florence, and with my fond little Lorenza 
enjoy the delights of love and competence. 


Front + eee antes Senne. : 


3 A valuable ooty, I dare ay. Captain. 
Don Ceſar,” (Looking in.) Ay, to judze by the 
form of the cheſts they do feem full of clumſy oid 
plate. | 
r Sanguino. If we can but convey it off. | 

Den C efſur. Yes, but | infiſt, * no more 
"of the poniard. 

Sasguine. It's ſheath'd—Enough—Bu, — 


+ 
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if this the raſcal, Spado, ſhould turn informer ind 
dllcovet us, 1 muſt— ' . . 
din. (4vithout.) I'll be with yott preſentiy, 
ame. 2 ' . 
Bon Ceſar. Away, away to your lurking place. 

Sangui no. Yes, yes, thoſe pregnant cheſts mult be 
delivered. (Baffily retires inte the pannel.. 

_ * - Enter Don Seivios 

Dow Schw. Now, Spado; I—hey, Where is my 
lite dteamer ? but Why is this door open; rife ele“ 
ſet contains many valuables— Why will they lere ft 


. 


oper? Let's ſee ge hit thr eÞſer.) * 


Fut Sr Ao (hn i pottntdhuent)” 3 

Halb. ( entering) l Rave no key—Howeyer T 
have ſtol'n Don Fernandg's portmanteau as a peace- 
offering for thele twWo raſcals Are you there ? What é 
a pity the coming of. my fellow-t ues! I. ſhould 
have Hat the whole alle es myſel h, what a 
charming feat of work for a man of my induffry— 
(/prating ar the elſet dior) You find the cheſts there 
—You may convey them. out at night, and as for 
cutting Don Scipio's throai— that I leave to— 


Entor Don Scivio. | 
Don Scipio. Cut my throat What are you at 
your dreams again ? 5 
Spade. (afide.) Oh, zounds !—Yes ſir, as I was 
telling you. ; 
Don Scipio Of a lietle fellow yow have the worlt 
dreams I ever heard. 
Spade. Shocking fir=thewl thought — _ 
Don Scipio. Hoid, hold, let me heat no more of 
your curſt dreams. 5 
Spade. I've got off, thanks td his oredulity. 
[afide. 


„ 


Don Scipio. What portmanteau's that ? 

Spade, Sdenth, I'm on again! (. 

Den Scipio. Fernando's I think. 4 

Jude. (a ed ing /ufpriſe.) What, my malter's ? 
D 3 —egad 
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—egad ſo it is. But I wonder who could have 
brought it here, —Ay, ay, my fellow ſervant Pedi illo 
is now. too grand 1 mind his bufineſs ;=And my 
maſter | find, tho” he has taken the habit ſcorns the 


office of a ſervant—So I muſt look after the things 


myſelf, Ner- 5 
Den Sci pia. Ay, 7 take care of them. 
Spade Yes, Sir, I'll take care of them! 


5 


Don Scipio. Ha, ha, ha ! what a ſtrange whimſical 


fellow this. maſter of your's!- with his plors and dif- 


uiſes.—Thiak to impoſe upon me too - But I think 
'm far from a fool. | 


N Spade. (looking archly at Bim) That's more than 


am. | 

Don Scipio. So he pretends not to know you, tho* 

he N ſent you here as a ſpy to ſee what you can 
ck up? | 

= Yes, fir, I came here to ſee what I can 

pick up (Tales up the portmanteau.) ; 

Don Scipio. What an honeſt ſervant !—he has an 

eye-to every thing. __ [Exit Don Scipio. 
Spade. But before I turn honeſt, I muſt get ſonie- 

what to keep me ſo. RR 


ATR X —Sr ava, 


In the foreſt here hard by, 
A bold robber late was I, \ 
Sword and blunderbuſs in band, 
When | bid a trab'ller tand; 
Zaunds, deliver up your caſh, 
Or ftrraight I'll pop ard flaſf, 
$11 among the leaves ſo green a, 
mw, >» 
, If you Hir, 
__ Sluice your weing, © 
Y Blow your breing, 
i Hey down, 
He down, | 
Derry, derry down, © 18 
. n 
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5 * 2; 
Soon l' quit the rowing trade, 
When a gentleman Um made ; | 
Then ſe jpruce and debonnaire, 4 
Cad, I court a lady fair; | 
" How Ii pratile, taitle, chat, 
Hew ['ll kiſs ber, and all that, . 
All amongſt the lea ves ſo green! 
How d'ye do ? 
How are you ? 
Why ocy? 
Let us toy, 


III. | 
But ere old, and gray my pate, 
T ſcrape up @ ſnug eflate ; 2 
With my ninbleneſs of thumbs, 
Ii ſoon butter all my crumbs, 
When I'm juſtice of the peace, 
| Then l maſter many a leaſe, 
All among/t the leaves ſo green a. 
Wig prefound, 
Belly round, | 
Sit at eaſe, A 3 
Snatch the fees, ” EY | 
He down, 155 
Ho down, end oa 
_ Derry, derry down, 
All amongſt the leaves ſo groen - o. 


SCENE Il.—4n apartment. _. G af 


4 + 4 . % +} 
Enter FaxnanDo.. 


Fernando. A wild ſcheme of my father's to think 
ef an alliance with this mad family ;—yes, Don | 
| Scipio's . 4 
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Scipio's brain is certainly touch'd beyond cure, his 
daughter, my cara ſpola of Italy don't ſuit my idea 
of Wat a wife ſhould beo, the lovely novice, this 
poor 1elation of Dine Ifhbef has caught my heart. 
I'm told to-morrow The's to be immur d in 4 convent; 
what if 1 aſk Dame Iabel, i — hut ſhe, and indeed 
Don * carry themſelves very ſtrangely towards 
8 can't fanrgine what's become of my raſcal 
edrillo. . . 


Enter PevaiLLo, in an elegint morning gown, cap 
| and ſlippers. | 


Pearille. Grange, the reſpeck I meet in this family. 
I hope we don't take horſe after my maſter's wedding. 
I ſhou'd like to marry Rete mylel!,- before I unrobe 
I'll attack one of rhe niaids!—Paith x vety wodiſh 
dreſs to go courting in, — hide my livery and I am 
quire gallant, | 
er nande. Oh, here's a gentleman I hban't ſeen 

before ! | 

Pedrillo. Tol de rot ! | | 

Fernando. Pray, Sir, may T—Pedviſto, (ur priſed.) 
where have you—Hey! what, ha, Ha, Bt! what's 
the matter with you! | 

Pedrillo. Mutter I Why Sir, I. don't know bow 
it was, but ſome how of other Taff night, F happen'd 
to fit dawn to a ſupper of oy twelte covers, crack'd 
two bottles of choice winez flept in an embroider'd 
bed, where I ſunk in down, and Fay till this morning 
like a diamond in cotton. 90, indeed, Sir, I don't 
know what's the matter wirft the, 

Fernando. | can't imagine how, or. what it all 
means. | - 

Pedrills, Why, Sr, Dom Stipis, being a genile- 
8 diſcerninent, peiceives my Worth, and va- 
ues it. a | 

Fernundo. Then Sir, if you are a gentleman of 
fuch prodigious meritz be f& 6bligirty, with ſubmiſſion 
to your Cap and gown, as to—gull off my boots. 


Bit or 
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Enter VasQusz. | | 
auer. Sir, the ladies wait breakfaſt for you. 
(% Pedrillo with great reſpe#.) | 

Fernando My reſpeRts, | attend 'em. | 

Vaſquez, You! T mean his honout here. 

Pedrillo. Oh, you mean my honour here a 
Fernando. Well, but perhaps my good friend, I 
2 like a diſh of chocolate as well as his honour 

ere. 
 Vaſques. Chocolate, ha, ha, ha! 
wih a ſneer, 
 Pedrills, Chocolate, ha, ha, bal EDT ou 
Fernando. I'll teach you to laugh, Sirrahl, ! 
er rot: fought FO 
. Pedrillo, Teach me to laugh! you may be a good 
maſter, but you've a very bad method But, hey for 
chocolate and the ladies. 


4 


- 


Fernando. Don Scipio ſhall render me an aecount 
for this treatment, bear his contempt, and became 
the butt for the jeſts of his infolent ſervants! As TI 
don't like his daughter, I have now a fair excuſe, 
and indeed a juſt cauſe to break my contract, and 
quit his caſtle ; but then, I leave behind the miſtreſs 


of my foul——Suppoſe | make her a tender of my 


heart—but that might offend, as ſhe muſt know my 
hand is engag'd to another—— When. | look'd, ſhe 


turd. her lovely eyes averied—Doom'd to a nun- 


nery | | 
AIR XI,—Fzxnaxpo. > 


My fair one like the bluſbing roſe, 

Can ſweets te every ſenſe 22 1 

Thoſe ſweets Id gather, but her ſt om 
Then wounds me like the ſharpeſt thorn, . 


With ſighs each grace and charm I ſee ® 

Thus dom d to awither on the tree, 

Jill age ſball hide the tboughtlleſs maid, 

When all theſe blooming beauties fade. 5 
| a; Hey, 


[Exeunt PxDRILLO and VasQuzz. 
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Hey, who comes Here? this is the ſmart little girl - | 
who feems ſp much attach'd to the beautiful novice 0 
No Frarm to ſpeak With her— 2278 5 


* Enter CI. t 


So my pretty pur νẽ | 
| Cariline, How do you dv, Mr. (pert and ani 
War.) I don't know your name, 
Fernando. Not know my name! You muſt know 
who I am tho?, and my bude here, child? 
Oatiina. Lord, man, what fignifies your going 
about to ſiſt me when the whole family knows you're 
Don Fertando's fodtman. | : 
Perniandv. Am faith? Ha, ba, ha! I'll humour 
this<Well then, my text, yoo khow that 1 ain only 
Don Fernwndo's footmin? * n 
Catilina. Yes, yes, we ktrow that, totwithſtand- 
Tap your fine ctothes, | } | 
 Fernantlo. But where's my maſter ? 
Citilina, Don Fernando | be's parading the galle- 
ty gn in his fhram Wivery and morning-gown, - 
ernando. Oh, this accounts for twelve covert at 
fupper, and the einbroider'd bed; vut who could 
have fer fach a jeſt a going? I't carry it on tho 
fdr.) $6 then after uff 1 am known here! 
Catilina. Ay, and if all the impoſtors in the caltte . 
were as well know p, we Thou'd have no wedding to- 
motrow night. | 
Fernando. Something elſe will out—1'll ſeem to 
be in the ſecret, and perhaps may come at it==(afide.) 
Ay, ay, that piece of deceit is much worſe than 
| ours. | 
Catilina. That! what then you know that this 
Italian lady is not Don Scipio's daughter, but 
Dame MWabel's, aud her trve name Lorenza ? 
Fernanao. Here's = diſcovery ? (afide.) O yes, 1 
know that. | | 
Catilins. You do! Perhaps you know too, that 
the young lady yu faw int ſpeak with juſt now is the 
real Donna Victoria? ; 


 Fernande. 


j % 


Fernando. Ts it poſſible! Here's, a piece of wit 
lainy.! (ade) Charming! let me kiſs yau, mp. 
dear girl. (kiſſes, her. } _ £ | 

Catilina. Ltd, he's a, delightful man! 


Fernand. My little angel, a thouſand thanks for 
this p1<cious diſcovery. 


Cutilina. Diſcovery [—Well if you did not know 
it before, warry hang your aſſurance, T ſay——but 1 
wuſt about my, buſt eſs, can't play the lady as you, 
play'd the. gentle men, Pve ſomething. elſe to da; fold, 
defire you wan't. keep kilbog me bete all, day. 


1 haws s lower/of my wn, 
So Liu and irge is he 
A true | love but him. «lang, 
And be loves none hut me. 


1 loaf. not of. his welwt dun, 
On cheels of roſy hue, 


hk Dice branch, Lioodaghre bebiens 
þriz the, bear t iu. 


bis. - | 
So tooth 1% J. as a, ; | : 
T hey only, fret and lan 1 


Dear youth; "tis you-alenerhas may. 
Came, a me when you. plenſes. 


7 oe wy lewn a ho duricks, 
Ian ſaming.copand i . ? 
"Tas enn, ere my dar til fie, ' 

Jas bis de r. 5 i 


Saito alt e, Wc... ny a 


: eee! 


— — ¶ ¶ r —e— —— — — ms 
\ 
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ungrateful to—but I ſcorn to think of the ſervices I 
render'd him laſt night in the foreſt, a falſe friend to 


my father, an unnatural parent to his amis ble davght- 
er! Here wy charmer comes. (retires.) 


Enter Victoria. 


— 


Fun Yo, Cue wilt be milteken; it is im- 


poſſible he can be the ſervant, no, no ; that dignity 
of deportment and native elegance of manner can ne- 
ver be aſſum'd, yonder he walks, and my finttering 
hearr tells me, this is really the amiable Fernando, 
that I muſt reſigh to Dame I{bel's danghter.— - 

Fernando. Stay, lovely Victoria! | 

Vidtoria. Did you call me, Sit — Heaven's what 
have | faid ! (confuſed.) I mean, Signior, -wou'd you 
wiſh to ſpeak with Donna Victoria ? ll inform her, 
Sir, (going. ) | 

Fernando. Oh, I could ſpeak to her for ever, for 
ever gaze upon her charms, thus transfix'd with won- 
der ind delight. 5 

Vicboria. Pray, Signor, ſuffer me to withdraw, 

Fernando. For worlds | wou'd not offend; but 
think not, lady, tis the knowledge of your quality 
that attraQs my admiration, 
 FVifteria. Nay, Signor. 

Fernando. I know you to be Don Scipio's daught- 
er, the innocent victim ot injuſtice and oppreſhon, 
therefore I acknowledge to you, and you alone, that 
whatever you may have heard to the contrary, I re- 


ally am Fernando de Zelva. 


Vicberia. Signor, how you became acquainted with 
the ſecret of my birth 1 know not ; but from an ac- 
guaintance ſo recent, your compliment | receive as a 
mode of prlite gallantry without a purpoſe. 

Fernando. What your modeſtly regards as cold 


compliments, are ſentiments, waim with the deareſt 


purpoſe ; I came hither to ratity a contract with Don 
Scipio's daughter! you are the, the beautiful Victo- 


* ewas deſtin'd for the happy Fernando.—Concurrent 


4390 a parent's will, my hand is your's already. And 
| thus 
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thus on my knees let me make an humble tender of 


my heart: 


Victoria. Pray, riſe, Signor {—My father perhaps 


even to himſelf cannot juſtify his conduct to me 
But to eenſure that, or to pervert his intentions, 
wou'd in me be a breach of filial duty. 


AIR XIIL-Vieroxia, 


By "woes thus ſurreounded, how wain the gay [mile 
| Of the little blind archer, thoſe woes to beguile ! 
The ſkilful, be miffes, bis aim it is croft, 

His quirver exhauſted, bis arrows are loft. 
Teur leve, tho) fincere, on the objett you loſe, 
ſAfide.] How ſweet is the paſſion ! Ab, muſt I refuſe ? 
If filial affetion that paſſwn ſbould ſway, 

hen love's gentle dichates I cannot obey, 


Fernandes, And do you, enn you wiſh me to eſ- 
pouſe Donna Lorenza, Iſabella's daughter ?—Say you 
do not, do but ſatisfy me ſo far. ; 
. Viftoria. Signor, do not deſpiſe me if I own, that 
before I faw in you the buſband of Don Scipio's 
daughter, I did not once regret that I had loſt that 


title. 


Fernando. A thouſand. thanks ſor this generous, 
this amiable condeſcenſion, Oh, my Victoria! If 
fortune but favours my deſign, you ſhall yet triump 
over the malice of your.enemies. * 

Vidboria. Yonder is Dame Iſabel, if ſhe ſees yoy 
ſpeaking to we, ſhe'll be early to fruſtrate whateyer 
you may purpoſe for my advantage. Signor farewell! 

Fernand. My life, my love adieu! | 


AIR XIV. DUET Vic rA and Fannanpo. 
| Ida lian queen, 10 thee wwe pray, 


Record each tender v; RT 
As night gives place to chearful day, 
Lav bopes of future. Wiſe alloy, © 
The. pangs we ſuffer now. 
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SCENE III. 7 chamber, 


Enter Fexnanvo. 


Fernands, This is fortunate ; the whole family 
except ViQtoria, are firmly poſſeſt with the idea that 
1 am but the ſervant, —Well, ſince they will have me 
an impoſtor, they ſhall find me one; In heav'n's 
name, let them continue in their miſtake, and beſtow 
their mock ViQoria upon my ſham Fernando. I 
ſhall have a pleafant and juft revenge far their perh- 
dy ; and perhaps obtain Don dcipio's real, lovely 
daughter, the ſum of my wiſhes.—Here comes Don 
Scipio—Now to begin my operations. 


Enrer Don Scirio. 


Fernando. (as wiſhing Don Scipio ts overhear 
bim.) I'm quite weary of playing the gentleman, I 
long to get into my livery again. 

Don Scipio. Get imo his livery! (A/ ide.) 

Fernando. | heſe clothes fall to my ſhore how- 
ever; my maſter will never wear em aſter me. 

Don Scipio His malter | ay, ay! (afide.) 

Fernando. I wiſh he'd own himſelf, for I'm certain 
Don Scipio ſuſpects who | am. 

Don Scipio. Suſpet! I know who you ate, (ad- 
wancing to him.) So get into your livery again as 
faſt as you can. | Re De 
Fernando. Ha, my dear friend, Don Scipio, | 
was- i 

Don Scipio. Friend! you impudent raſcal I- I! 
break your head if you make ſo free with me. None 
of your ſwag:ering, Siirah — How the fellow acts! 

't wasn't for nothing he was among the ſtrolling play- 
| ers, but harkee, my lad, be quiet, for you're blown 

here without the help of your trumpet. 

Fernando. Lord your honour, how came you to 
know that I am Pedrillo ? 4 | 

Don Scipio. Why 1 was told of it by your fellow 
hold, 1 muſt not betray my little dreamer tho 


(afide.) 


I 
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(afide.) No matter who told me;—I—but here 
comes your maſter. : 
Fernando. Pedrillo! The fellow will ſpoil all; 1 
wiſh | had given him his leſſon before I began with 
Don Scipio (afide.) | 
Don Scipio. 1 hope he'll now ha' done with his 
gambols, 2 
Fernando. Sir, my maſter is ſuch an obſtinate gen- 


rleman, as ſure as you ſtand here, he'll ſtill deny him- 
ſelf to be Don Fernando. | 


Don Scipio. Will he? then I'll write his father an 


account of his vagaries. 


Enter PeDxILLo. 


Pedrillo Maſter! ſhall I ſhave you this morning? | 


Don Scipio. Shave! Oh, my dear Sir, time to give 
over your trick and fancies. 

Pedrillo. ( ſurpriſed.) My tricks and fancies ! 

Fernando. Yes Sir, you are found out. 

Fedrills. | am found out! | 

Don Scipio. So you may as well confeſs. 

Pedritlo. What the devil ſhall I confeſs ? 

Don Scipio. He (till perſiſts! Harkee, young gen- 
tleman, I'll ſend your father an account ot your 
pranks, and he'll trim your jacket for you. 

Pedrills. Nay, fir, for the matter o' that, my fa- 
ther could trim your j:icket for you. 

Don Scipio. Trim my jacket, young gentleman !. 

Pedrills Why, he's the beſt taylor in Cordova ! 

Don Scipio. His father's a taylor in Cordova! | 

Fernando. Ay, he'll ruin all —(af4e.) Let me ſpeak 
to him.—Tell Don Scipio you ate the maſter. (apart 
to Pedriilo. h | | 

Pedrills. I will, Sir.—Don Scipio you are the 
malter, . 4 i 

Don Scipio. What! | : 

Fernando. Stupid dog !—(apart to Pedtillo) Say 
you are Fernando, and I am Pedriilo. 


. Pedrillo. | will—Sir, you are Fernando, and I am 
Pedrillo. | 


E 2 = Fernandes. 
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Fernando. Dull rogue! (d.) I told you, Sir, 
he'd perſiſt in it! (apart to Don Scipio.) . 

Don Scipio. Yes, I ſee it; but I tell you what Don 

Fernando, - ; 


Lonrtnza Arg. wirhout. 


My daughter | Zounds! don't let yout miſtreſs ſee 
you any more in this curfed livety.—Look at the 
gentleman, hold pp your heagt—egad, Pedtillo's ad- 
ing was better than your natural manner. 
Fernando Ah, fir, if you were to ſee my maſter 
dreſs'd—the livery makes ſuch an len | 
Don Scipio. True! curle the livery. 
Pedrillo. It's bad enough ; but my maſter gives 
new liveries on his marriage. 


Fernando. An inſenfible ſcoundrel ! (de.) 
| Enter Loxenza. 


Lerenga. Oh, Caro Signor, every body ſays that 
you are (To FER VAN DO) not Don Fernando. 

Don Scipio. Every body's right, for here he ſtands 
like a young taylor of Cordova, {To xDnILLO,) 

Lorenza. Oh, what? then this is Pedrillo ? 

(To Fexnanna.) 

Fernando. At your ſervice, Ma'm. (bowing.) 

Pedrills. That Pechillol then, who the devil 
am I? | 
Fernando. Here rogue, this purſe is youre——ſfay 
you are Don Fernando. (Apart to PeDriLLO,) 

Pedrills. Oh, Sir—now I underſtand you. True, 
Don Scipio, 1 am all that he fays. 

Don Scipie. Hey! Now that's right and ſenfible, 
and like yourſelf, but I' go buſtle «bout out buſi- 
neſs—for, we'll have all our love affairs ſettled this 
eveping. IF | 
[Exennt Dow Scirio and Fernando. 

Lerenga. So, then, you're to be my hufband, ha, 
Fa, ha! Well, who is to have me, or who am I to 
have at laſt? This? (looking at PEDaLLLO) A, 

8 | 1 | a 
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ha! Why this is till worſe and worſe—ewvery degree 
of lover farther remoy'd from the perfeQions of my 
_ Ramirez. 2 | . 
Pedrillo. Mi'am—wou'd you be fo obliging as— 
to be ſo kind as—to tell a body what you intend to 
get talking about now in this here caſe? | 


Lorenza. Ah, Lord! Ha, ha, ha, Why, Signor, 


I was refleQing what a lucky thing it is for ſome peo- 
ple that they are born to a great fortune. 
: | (ſneer ingly.) 
Pedrillo. Eh? (looks grave) Ha, ha, hal Ma'am, 


I'm fo puzzled here—that—my brain turns about 
like a te-to-tum, and I don't know which is coming 


up, A for all or P. for put down. 
Lorenz. Ha, ha, ha! Will you love me, pray? 
Pedrillo. Eh! 88 
Lerenga. Well, if not I can be as cold as you are 
indifferent. | a 


AIR XV. Lorenza, 
y I my heart ſurrender © 
e 


ever fond and tender, 
And ſeeet connubial joys ſhall crown 
Each foft roſy bur, | 
In pure delight each heart ſball own 
Love's triumphant pow'r, - 
See brilliant belles admiring, 
See ſplendid beaux defiring, 
All for a ſmile expiring, | 
Wher&er Lorenza-moves, © 
To balls and routs reſorting, 
0b bliſs ſupreme, tranſporting ! 
Tel ogling, flirting, courting, 
Tis you alone that loves. 


If 1 my beart ſurrender, Ic. 
| . [Exeunt. 
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SCENE VI, A YVingard and. Cottage. 
Emer AurHONSO, (with a liter) 


_  Mlpbonſos, How ctuel is my ſituation ! Thaugh 
Captain Ramirez has ſet me at liberty, to what pur- 
pole, while my heart is Victoria's priſoner This 
generous robber, Ramirez, means well, I believe; 
but to enter into any league with a man of his deſ- 
cription—Can ſhe love this Fernando? With all my 
a zrdour of paſſion, to me ſhe was cold and inſenſible 
Her marriage with Fernando is determia&d on; but, 
if poſſible, I'll prevent it—Yes, Philippo, the youth 
of the cottage here ſhall bear him this challenge. 


Enter Pu1iLiep0 from the Cottage, with. a Fruit- 


baſket.) 


Philippo. Are you here, Sir] Lord, Signor, why 
would not yeu eat ſome dinner with us? 

Alphonſo Ah, Philippo ! were vou in love, you'd 
have little appetite. - | 
_ Philippe. Why, I like a pre'ty little girl—ha, ba, 
ha !—Catalina above at the caſtle, aod next Martlemas 
I intend to ſall in love with ther, for then we ſhall 
certainly be martied—may be—Do ſtep in, fir, and 
„ I 

Alphonſo, No, no, Phlli 

Philippe. As nice an Ollo Podrida 

Alphonſo. But where now, Philippo? Going to 
ſell thoſe grapes? | 

Philippe. Sell! Oh, no, fir; I'm.going to make a 
preſent of the earlieſt and fineſt gluſters xo Don Scipio 
up at the caſtle, _ | —. | 

Alphonſo. Why, you're vaſtly generous, Philippo. 

Philippe: Oh, yes, fir-z I like to make a preſent to 
geviletolks, becauſe they always give me twice the 
value of 'em; and then my Catalina gives we a kiſs 
her lips, ſweet, ſoft, and poutiog as this plump 
Muſeadel. 1 i : AIR 


1 
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Am XVI. Pu1tireo; 
| is ent ev'ry fruit I ſee, 
Bring. Catilina te my mind ; 
Jcarve ber name on ev'ry tree, 


And ing leve.fon nets in the rind. 


Her ſorebead as the nectarine flee 
Fs brown as hazle-nut her 2. is;- 
The downy peach, ber bluſbing cheek, 
Her pouting 5 therries, 


| The bird's by faireſt fruits allur'd, 
And I'm ſexeet Catilina s bird ; 
1-peoh, bop, flutter on,my ſpray, 
And and carol all the day. 


a Alphonſo Well, — you'll find one Don 
Fernands at ehe cable and 

Philippe. Oh, ay, - ge great grandee that's to 
marry Donna Victoria. 

Alphonſo, Diſtraction! (aſide. ) Give him * lettet 
from me. | 

Philippe, Ves, fir, what is t about? 

Alphonſo.” Ah, —it's only an —invitation to Don 
Fernando and his intended bride to an entertainment 
deſign to give to a few ſelect friends at my villa. 

Philippe. To A fealf, ha, ha ! 

' Alphonſe. But, ſtop! Pray, Philippo, do you know 
who this Captaip Ramirez is? 

Philippe: Dom t even know where he live 
Sometimes he tides, ſometimes he walks, —ſometimes 
he runs here — travels about —Mayhap -ahuming here 
in the are 2 bed at our Lottgge, and 

he pays ſo i that he's always welcome. 
©, Albany, ] 4% ha ! Philippo. you 5 the moſt 
A ee, ele Jad! (gives gon 

"Philip 50. — am, fir, (ate at it.) Goo bye! 

ben. ou deliyer my Var: 

Philippe.” "Ha, ha; ha! yes, fir—(looting at money,) 


a, 
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Ha, ha, hal to think, Signor, what a 1 pair of lovers 
you and I bei Dt 


AIR XVII. DUET. Atrnonso and Pn een 


Alphonſo, So faithful to my fair I prove; 
Philippo. So kind and conſtant to my love, 
Alphonſo, Id never range, 

Philippo. Id newer change, 

Both. Nor time, nor thance, my faith Joould move. 


Philippo. No ruby cluſters grase the vine, 
Alphonſo, Ye Sparkling lars forget ta ſhine, 


Philippo. Seveet flowers 10 foring, 

Alphonſo. Gay birds to in 

Both, 1 hearts then part X. love ſhall j join, 
* ſeverally. 


-THE END OF THE SECOND ACT. 


CEC = 
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ACT m. 


| 3 SCENE 1. 4 grand ſaloon, 


Enter. Don Seip to and Vaseuzz. 


- Don Scipio, VE hear, Vaſquez, run to Fa- 

ther BenediQ, tell him to wipe 

his chin, o up to the chapel, put on his ſpeRacles, 

open his Breyiary,—find out matrimony, and wait 

2 we come to him IExit Vasayzs. 
Then hey, ſor a brace of weddings! ; 


AIR 


— 


| CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA, 45 
AIR XVIII. Don Scirio“. 


Then hey for a laſs and a bottle ta cheer, 
And a thumping bantling every year ! © 
With ſhin gs white as ſnow, 
Ad bair as brown as a berry / 
With eyes as black as a floe, 
And lips as red as a cherry; 
5 Sing rory, tory, 
Dancing, prancing, 
Laugh and lie down is the play, 
x Well fondle together, 
| In ſpite of the weather, 
And kiſs the cold winter away. | 


oy you ny 

or as life is à je 

| Who laugh; the e, 
ls ſure to live beſt, 

When I was not fo old 

1 frelick'd amarg the miſſes ; 

Aud when they thought me to bold, 
1 Rapp d . eir mautbs awith kiffes. 
Lug rem, tory, Ac. 


I wonder is Don Fernando dreſt Oh, here comes 


the ſervant in his proper habilimenis. 


Enter Fexxanno in a. livery. 


Ay, now wy lad, you look ſomething like. | 
Fernands.. Ves, your honour, I was qvite fick of 


my grandeur— My pafling'fo well in this diſguiſe gives 


ne a very humble apimon of myſelf. Cad, 
Don Scipio. But, Pedrillo, is your maſter equipp'd! 
faith, I long to ſee him in his proper garb. 
Fernande. Why, no, ſir, we're a little behind hand 


The firſt Stanza of this Song not written by Mr. O'Keeffe. 
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with our finery on account of a portmanteau of 
clothes that's miſlaĩd ſomewhere or other. 
Don Scipio. Portmanteau! Oh, it's ſafe erovgh— 
Your fellow ſervant has lt. : 
Fernando. Fellow ſervant ! 
Don Scipio, Ay! the litile ſpy has taken it in 
charge. Oh, here comes the very beagle. 


Enter Srpo. 


Don Scipio Well, my little dreamer, look; Pedrillo 
has got into his own cloaths again. 

Spade. ( ſurpriſed and afide.) Don Fernando in a 
livery! or is this really a fervant ! Zounds, fure 1 
han't been telling truth all this while !—We muſt 
face it tho'—Ah, my dear, old friend !—Glad to fee 
you yourſelf again. [ fbatkes bands. 

Fernando. My dear boy, I thank you.—-(afide.) 
So, here's an old friend I never ſaw before. | 

Don Scipio. Tell Pedrillo where you have left 
your maſter's portmanteau. While I go lead him in 
triumph to his bride. x [Exit. 

Fernando, Pray, my good, new, old friend, where 
has your care depoſited this portmanteau ? | 

** Gone ! (lool ing after Don Scipio.) 

ernando. The portimanteau gone. 

2d Ay, his { nles ate quite gone. 

ernando. Where's the portmanteau that Don 
Scipio ſays you took charge of ? 

Spadꝰ Portman'iewm! Ah, the dear gentleman! 
Portmanteau did he fiy? yes, yes, all's over with his 
poor brain; yeſterday his head run upon purſes and 
trumpeters and the lord knows What, and to-day he 
talks of dreancrs, ſpies, and porimanteaus.—Yes, 
yes, his wits are going. J 

Fernands It moſt be fo, he talk'd to me Faſt night 
nn to-day of I know not what in a ſtrange incoherent 
Sia: 7-5 mg => 
Spade. Grief—all grief. : 
Fernando. If fo, this whim of my being Pedrillo, 
is perhaps the creation of his on brain, but then, 

| 1 how 
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how cou'd,it have run thro' the whole family !—This 
is the firſt time I ever heard Don Scipio was diſ- 

order'd in his mind. WS * 
_ Spade. Ay, we'd all wiſh to conceal it from your 


maſter, leſt it might induce him to break off the 


match, for I don't ſuppoſe he'd be very ready to 
marry into a mad family, | 

Fernando. And pray what are you, Sir, in this 
mad family ? ; 

Spade. Don Scipio's 'own gentleman, theſe ten 
years— Vet, you heard him juſt now call me your 
fellow ſervant, How you did ſtare when | accoſted 

ou as an old acquaintance But we always humour 
im, I ſhou'd not have contradicted him if he laid I 
was the pope's nuncio. | 

Fernando. (ie.) Oh, then I don't wonder at 
Dame Ifabel taking advantage of his weakneſs. 


Spade. Another new whim of his, —he has taken 


a fancy that every body has got a ring from him, 

which he imagines belong'd-to his deceas'd lady. 
Fernando. True, he alk'd me ſomething about 

a ring. -- - | 

Don Scipio. (without) 1'll wait on you preſently. 


Leber Den Scir io. 


Don Scipio. Ha, Pediillo, now your diſguiſes are 
over, return me the ring: : 

Spades. (apart to Fernando.) You ſee he's at the 
ring again, JT 712 | 

Don Scipio. Come let me have it, lad, I'll give 
you a better thing, but that riog belong'd to my 
deceas'd lady. 2 "Ae 

Spade, (to Fernando) His deceas'd lady—Ay 
there's the touch. fil 
Fernando. Poor gentleman ! (afide.) 

Don Scipie. Do, let me have it,-Zounds, here's 
five piſtoles, and the gold of the ring is not worth a 


dollar. 
Spade, 


, 5 „ 


* : * 
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Spade. We always humour him, gise him this 
ring and take the mogey. L 
4 ©. = {[apart, gives Fetwatido u ring. 
* Fernando. (preſents it 1s Don Scipio) There, 
ir. | * | 
Don Scipio. (gives monty.) And there, Sir, Oh 
you mercenary raſcal. (afide) I knew 't was vn the 
. purſe I gave you laſt night in the foreſt, 
Spade. Give me the caſh, I muſt accoum for his 
pocket money. | E450 4h 
_Lapare to and taking the money from Fernando. 
Pedrillo. (without) Pedrillo! Pedro! Sirtah ! 
Don Scipio. Run, don't you hear your maſter, 
you brace of raſcals ?—=Fly! [Exit Brxvo. 
Don Scipio. ( looking out.) What an alteration? 


Enter Pzpz1iio richly dreſsd. 


Pedrillo. {to Fernando.) How now, Birrah ! 
Joitering here, and leave me to dreſs myfelf, hey ? 
(with: great authority.) ; 

Fernando. Sit, | was- with bumility.) 
Pedrillo- Was land are—and will be, a loung- 
ing raſcal, but you fancy you are ſtill in your finery, 

you idle vagabond ! , 

Don Scipio Bleſs me, Don Fernando is. very, paſ- 


ſionate, juſt like his father. 


Fernando. (ade The fellow, 1 ſee, will play 
his part to the top. | 
Pedrillo, Well, Don Scipio,—A hey ll an't I the 
man for the ladies? ( frutting.) 1 am, for J have 
ſtudiech Ovid's art of love. | =: 
Den Scipio. Yes, and Ovid's Metamorphoſes too, 
ha, ha, ha! 
Pedrillo. (afide.) He, he, he! what a ſneaking 
figure my poor maſter cuts —Egad, Tl! pay him 
back all his domineering over me:—Pedrillo ? 
Fernande. Your honour. © . 
Fedrillo. Fill this box with Naquatoch. 


= 4. 1 8 in Cline) [ Gives box. 
ernanas. Les Ir, np. 
BY Ef 1 . Pedrillo. 


— 
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Pedriſlo. Pedrillo ! 
Fernando. S xt 
_ Pedrille Perfume my haadkerchief. 
Fernando. Ves, Sir. .(going.) | 
. Pedrills. Pedrillo! - ; 
Fernando. Sit 15 
—_—_ * 5 a tooth-pick. 
Fernandes. Les Sir. 
— e 4 b 
Fernando. (afide.) t an impudent dog !—Sir? 
Pedrille. . | as 4 
Fernando. (afide.) If this be my picture, I bluſkk 
for the original. = 
Pedrilloe. Mafter ! to be like you, do let me give 
you one kick. (e to Fernando.) 
Fernando. What! 
Pedrillo. Why, I won't hurt you much. 
Fernando. I'll break your bones, you villain. 
Pedriilo. Ahem, tol de rol, 
Don Scipie. Pedtillo! 
Pedrillo. Sir? ( forgetting bimſel/.) 
3 | 4 8 What are you at, you 
ra : = £8076 
Pedrillo. Ay, what are you at you raſcal? 
avoid! 
Fernando. I'm gone, Sir. [Exit. 
Pedrilh. Curt il natur'd of him, not to let me 
give one kick. (aſide. ) 
Don Scipio. Don Fernando, I like you vaſtly. 
. Pedrille. So you ought. —Tol de rol. — Who 
cou'd now ſuſpect me to be the ſon of a taylor, and 
bn 21M hours ago, I was a footman. (de.) Tol 
de rol. 
Don Scipio. Son-in-law, you're a flaming beau 
—Egad you have a princely perſon. 
Piedriilo. All the young girls—whenever J got be- 
hind—Lnfide of the coach, — All the ladies of diſtine- 
tion, whether they were making their beds, or dreſſing 
the dteſſing themſelves at the toilette, wou'd run 
to the windows, —peep thro? their fingers. their fans, 
I mean, fimper behind * handkerchiefs, and liſp 
out 
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out in the ſofteſt, ſweeteſt tones, Oh; dear me, 
upon my honour and reputation, there is not ſuch a 
beautiful gentleman in the world, as this fame Don 
Pedrill—Fernando, mL 5 a6 

Don Scipio, Ha, ha, ha! can't, forget Pedrillo.— 
But come, ha' done with your Pedjillo's now—Be 
yourſelf, ſon· in- la w. 5 DJ, 

Pedrille. Yes, I will be yourſelf ſon- in- law, you 
are ſure of that honor, n Scipio, but pray 
what fortune am I to have with your _ 
You are a greyheaded old fellow Don Scipio, 


and by the courſe of nature, you know yon cannot 


live long. | Sek 
Don Scipio. Pardon me, Sir, I don't know any 

ſuch thing. a 
Pedrillb. So when we put a ſtone upon your 

head— ; | 
Don Scipio, Put a ſtone upon my head! 


Podrillo. Yes, when you are foried——fcrebed 


down, I ſhall have your daughter to maintain, you 

know. | | 

Don Scipin. (afide.) A marrow-minded fpark ! 
Pedrillo. Not that | wou'd think much of that, 1 

am ſo generous, | 
Den Scipio, Ves, generous as a Dutch py 

| [de. 
Pedrille. The truth is, Don Scipio— I was always 

a ſinart young gentleman. (Dances and ſings.) 
Don Scipio. A hey! Since Don Fernando turns 

out to be ſuch a coxcomb, faith Pm not forry 

that my own child has eſcap'd him: — A convent 

itſelf is better than a- marriage with a monkey.— 


The poor thing's fortune tho'! And then my 


ſon—l begin now to think I was too hard upon 
Czſar—to compare him with this puppy, but | muſt 
forget my-children, Dame Iſabel will have me upon 
no other terms, [de. 
Pedrill'. D'ye hear, Don Scipio, let us have a 
plentiful feaſt. 8 
Don Scipio. Was ever ſuch a conceited, empty, 
impudent ä | (Exit. 
1 Pedrillo. 
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Pedrille. Yes, Im a capital fellow, ha, ha ! So 
my fool of a maſter ſets his wits to work after a 
poor girl that J am told they are packing into s con- 
vent, and he dreſſes me up as himſelf to carry the 
rich Italian heireſs, Donna Victoria! Well, I'm 


not a capital fellow ! but | was made for a gentleman 


— gentleman ! I'm the neat pattern for 4 Lord—I 
have a little honbur about me, a bit of love too; 
75 and a ſcrap of courage, perhaps hem! I wiſh 
I'd a rival to try it tho'—o0d, I thiok I could fight at 
any weapon from a needle to a hatchet. - 


' Enter Pau PPO, with 4 Letter and Baſhet, 
Philippe. Signot; are you Don Fernando de 
'Zelva ? n ; 


Pedrille. Yes, Boy. ; 


. Philippo. Here's a letter for you, Sir, from Don 
Alphonſo. 


Pedrille. I dont know any Don Alphonſo, boy. 


What's the letter about? 
F 9 I think, Sir, tis to invite you to a 
eaſt... - a 


Ledrille, A. feaſt !—Oh, I recollect now, Don 
Alphonſo, what ? my old acquzintance ! give it ine, 


Yo | Py 
Philipeo. But, are you ſure, Sir, you're Don 
Fernando ? 


Pedrille. Sure, you dog !—don't. you think I. 


know myſelf—ler's ſee, let's ſee—(Opens the letter 
and: reeds.)—"* Signor, tho' you ſeem ready. to 
* fall to on a love-feaſt, I hope a ſmall repaſt in 
„the field won't ſpoil your ſtomach”—Oh, this is 
only -a ſnack before ſupper —** I ſhall be at fix 
'*s o'clock this evening” —You dog it's paſt ſix now 
—* in the meadow near the Cottage of the Vines, 
% where 1 expect you'll meet me.” —Oh dear, I 
ſhall be too late !—** As you aſpire to Donna 
% Victoria, your ſword . muſt be long enough to 
reach my heart, Alphonſo.” My word lovg 
2 ; „ F 2 | | enough 


* 
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. enough | (frightened). Oh 1 the devil Fes r 
Zounds this is a downright challenge! , 
Phili b. I beg your pardon, Signor, but if 1 
hadn't kt my ſweetheart, Catalina, you would have 
bad that letrer two hours ago. | * 
 Pedrilld. Oh, you have given it time enough, my 
brave hoy. | 7 : 
hilippe, Well, fir, you'll come? 
Pedrille, Kh! Yes, I dare fay he'll come. 
Philippe. Hel - 3 E 
Pedrillo. Yes, I'll give it him, my brave boy. 
Philippo. Him! fir, did'nt you ſay you were 
4 Pedrille. Never fear, child, Don. Fernando ſhall: 
ave it, 
Philippe. Why, ſir, an't-you Don Fernando? 
Ped. i11lov. Go alo's, child, go! (at. PuILirre 
however Don Fernando ſhall attend you but 


Eater Loxunta reading a Letter: 


1% Deareſt Lorenza!—By accident I heard of your 
% being in the caftle—if you don't with to be the 
« inſtrument of yout mother's impoſition, an im- 
„ pending blow, (which means you no harm) this 
„ night ſhall diſcover an important ſecret relative to 
„ him who defires to reſign ev'n life itſelf, if not 
« your RAMIREZ.” | 1 
. y love! (#iftes the letter.) 1 wiſh to be nothing, 
if not your Lorenza ; this fooliſh Fernando! (lo- 
ing at PeEDRILCo) but, ha, ha, ha! Vil amuſe my- 
ſelf with him—looks tolerably now he's dreſs'd; not 
ſo agreeable as my diſcarded lover Alphonſo 1 5 5 
„ 4 | (afrae. 
Pedriils. ll accoſt her with eleganee - How do 
you do, Signora? | | 
Lorenza. Very well, Sir, at your ſervice. Dreſſes 
exactly like Prince Radifocani ! 
N Pedrillo, Now . I'll pay her a fine 3 
ignora, you're a clever little body——— Will you fit 
— Signora? (hand: a chair.) 
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Lorenza. So polite.too! * 

Pedriilo. Oh, eswire a ( fee.) 

Lorenza, This would not be good manners in Flo. 
. Oh! (Ke) I. beg don—Well, 5 

Pedri iſts r ell, fit 
in that chair; IM aſſure Dates victoria, 1 
don't grudge a little trouble ſor the ſake of good man- 
ners. (places an iber chair.) 

Lorenze, Voi cette motto gentile. (curi pes.) 

Pedrillo. Yes, 1 {it on my feat genteelly=1T find I 
underſtand à good deal of Itaſſan— Now to court 
her, hem ! hem ! what ſhall I ſay ?- Hang it, I wiſh 
my maſter had gone through the whole buſineſs to 
the very. drawing of the curtains. -l believe I ought 
to kneel tho'=(afide) (Kneek)—Ob, you moſt 
beautiful Goddeis, you angelic _ — (repeats.) 


For you, my fair, I'd be a roſe 

To bloom beneath that comely noſe ; 

Or, you the flower and I the bee, 

My ſweets I'd ſip from none but thee. 
= | a;pen,.you. piper white, 

My tips what billet doux L'd write ! 
the ſea), what am' rom ſmacks 
I'd — on yours, if ſealing wax. 
No mote I lt fay, you ſtop my breath, 


My only life, you'll be my death. (rifes.): 


Wen ſaid, little Pedrillo ! ( Wipes bis knees.) 


- Lorenza. There is ſomething in Don Fernando's' 
paſhon extremely tender, though romantic and extra- 
a Er at. | 
Pedrills Oh, for. ſome ſweet ſounds, Signora, if 
* you'll fing me a ſong, Vl ſtay and hear it, Pm ſo 
civil. 
Lorenza. With pleaſure, fir, 


F3 | : AIR: 
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AIR XIX. Lovnanza., _ 
Heart beating, 
Repeating, Ls F 
Vowr in palpitation, 
1 anſ wers each fond hepe d; 
Prithee leave me, 
Tell deceive me, 
Aſter other beauties running Pp 
* 228 reg uiſb, eyes ſo cunning 
re n the inclination. 
 [Exeune] 


| SCENE v. 4 Gallery of the Caſtle. 


Enter FexxAanDo, ALPHONSO and Victorias. 


Fernando. Give me joy, Alphonſo, father Benedic 
in this dear and wiſh'd for union has this moment 
made me the happieſt of mankind, 
 Mlphonſo. Then it is certain all you bave adidas 
of my Victoria ? 

Videria. True i: deed, Atphos fo, that name realty 
belongs to me. © 

Alphonſo No matter, as neither lineage, name or 
fortune caught wy hean, let her; forfeit all, the is 
ſtill dent to her Alphonſo. 

Fernando Cowmnge Alphonſo, Ill: anſwer: yo 
| oo de no exception i the general joy of this happy 


% . Happy, indeed, if bleſt with my Lo- 
renza. 


Alk XX. Axrnonse. 
Come, ye hours with bliſs replete, 


Bear me to my charmer's feet? 
| Cheerleſs winter muſt | p» ove, 
Abſent from the maid love 
But the joys our meetings br ing, 
Shew the RY return of ſpring. [Leun 
SCENE 
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SCENE IV. A view of the ourfde of the Calis, 
| qvith Moat and Drawbridge. | 


| Enter Don Ce and Sy. DO, 


Den Ceſar. You give my letter to the lady? 
Spado. Yes, I did, Captain Ramirez. 
Den C ſar. Lucky ſhe knows me only by that 

name. (ade) WS”. 

Spads. Alove-aff.iir, hey, — Oh, fly! 

Don Ceſar. Huſh ! Mind you let us all in by the 
kttle wicket in the eaſt rampart. 

Spade. I'll let you in, Captain, and a banditti is 
like a cat, where the head can get in the body will 
follow-- . 

Don Ceſar. Soft! Letiing down the drawbridge 
for me now, may attrad obſervation. (Looks out.) 
Yonder I can get acrofs the moar. | 

Spado. But Captain! (calling Y My dea Captain | 
If you fall into the water, you may take cold, my 
dear fir, I wiſh y u were at the bottom with a 
fone about your neck, (ade 5 


AIR XXI. Don Cxsan, 


At the peaceful midnight hour, | 
_ Ew'ry ſenſe, and eviry pow'r, 
| Fetter d lies in daun fleep;, 
| Then our ca» eful walch we eee; 
While the wolf in nightly prowl, . 
Bays the mon with hideous bowl, 
Gates are barr'd, a wgin refiſluncel 
Females fbriek ; but no aſkftance. 
Silence, or you meet your faie; 
Your keys, your jewels, cuſb and plate; 
Locks. bolts. Bat 55 fern fly a/under, he hs 
» Then to rifle, rob, aud plunder. 
: [ Exit Don Cx$an, 


"$pado. I ſee mou Captain's to cy 
1 SA N 0 
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off the lady and my brethren a'l the booty, what's 
left for me then? No, devil a bit they'll give me 
Oh, 1 muſt take care to help myſelf in time—Got 
nothing yet but that portmanteau, a few filver ſpeons 
und tops of pepper-caftors; let's ſee, I've my tools 
here ſtill—(rahes out piſiols,) Egad, PI! try and ſecure 

a little before theſe fellows come, and make a pep | 

ral ſweep—Eh, (ook; out. } My made-up Fernando! 

| [retires; ] 


Enter PID RILIOo. 


Pedrillo. He, he, he! Yes, my maſter has cer- 
tainly married the little nunnery-girl—Ha, ha, ha! 
Alphonſo- to demand fatisfaQion of me! no, no, 
Don Fernando is a maſter for the gentlemen, I am 4 
man for the ladies. | 


8 AIR XXII. Prolite. 


Ayoldier I am for a lady, 
; What beau was e er arm'd compleater 5 
When face to face, | 
Her chamber the place, 

Ta able and willing 10 meet her. 
Cad curſe, my dear la ſſes, Pm ready 

To give you all, ſatisfa@ion ; | 

I am the man | 
For the crack of your fan, 

Tho" I die at your feet in tbe ation, 
Your bobbins may beat-up a row-de-dow, . 
Four lap-dog may out with bis bow-qwwow wow, 

The challenge in love, 
I take up the glove, 
Tho' I die at your feet in the action. 


Spade. (gdvances.) That's a fine ſong, Signor. 
Pedrillo. Hey! did you hear me fing? sg 
Free I did, uwas charming, 
edrille. Then take a pinch of my Macquabah. 
I 1. F vo ' [Offers and Spado tal. 
Spade. 
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Spade. Now, Signvr, you'll pleaſe to diſcharge my 
little bill, 
Pedrille. Bilu I don't owe you any— 


Spade. Yes, you do, fir; recolleQ, didn't you 
ever hire any thimg of me? 


Pedrille Me! no! 

Spado Oh, yes; I lent you the uſe of my two 
fine ears to hear your ſong, and the uſe of my moſt 
capital roſe to ſnuff up your Macquabah. 

Pedrille. Eh! whey the deuce, do you hire out 
your ſenſes and organs, and 

Spade. Yes, and if you don't pftantly pa the 
hire, I'll ſtrike vp a C-mphonia on this lirtle 13 
organ here. (ſbews a piftol.) © 

Pedrille. Hold, my dear Pare Oy wy money.) 
—] refuſe to pay my debts!—Sir, Im the moſt 
pund ual— frighten id ) but if you pleaſe, rather 
than_hire them again, I'd chuſe to buy your * noſe 
and your ca — ears out and out. | 

Spade. e (in a low tone) You owe your 
Donfhip * a neg of mine, ſo mention this, * 
you are undone, firrah! + 

Pedrilla. Sir (+ ightened.) Dear fir! (Spado pres 

fents pi ſtol. )—Oh, lord, Gr! (Exit. 

Spade, Ha, ba, ha ! They call me little Spado— 
why I am not big, but even-Sanguino allow'd | was a 
clever little fellow. Aſtoniſhing how a mind like 
mine, cou'd be folded in fo ſmall a compaſs, but if 
worth is to be eſtimated by bulk, then muſt the 


Orient pearl give way to the goolc's egg, ue the 
moſs roſe to the —_ cabbage, 


AIR XXIII. Srapo. 


75% Born to be line s my fate, 
. Why /. Fl was the preat Alexander ; 
And when I march under a gate, 
Poe no need te Heap hike a gander ; * 
3 


* 2 1 


2 
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„W 
M loſe paper lite ſails in the ſky ; 
If tae feet I uant in my boty, 
In foul I am thirty feet bigh! 2 
© | With my merry fas la. 


II. 


Sweet laſs, of ſavtet love can you fail, 
With ſuth a compad little lowy ? 
be“ no one can taſle the big whale, 
All reliſb the little anchowy. 
The eagle, tho” for an high flyer, 
ef ou tes rd fowl! is the crack, 
: 2. ces d fly up no , ber, 
. The little uren jun d an is back, 


With my merry fa, ls. 
Enter Ph1Liees er the ca of the air. 


Philippe. Lord, fir I I do vaſtly like your ſinging. 
Spade, Oh, then you heard my fine — 
Philippe. Yes, fir. 

Spado. How did you get in? 
Philippe. Int! 9 

Spade. Did you pay at the door? 

Philippo. What door, fir? _ | | 
Spade, What door, fir ! the door of this ſpacious 


theat re. 


Philippe. Theatre! Lord, fir, are*nt we out in the 
open air ? 4 9. 

Spade. You litile equivocating ſneaking ſcoundtel] 
wou'd you cheat, defiaud a man of genius out of the 
reward of his talents? — What, hear my ſweet ſong, 
and not pay for your muſick 

Philippe Pay! 1 

Spade. O, ho! I ſee ſomebody's likely to be robb*d 
here! Look'ee, friend, m not 10 be bilk'd, fo it you 
don't this inſtant pay, | muſt diſcharge wy door- 


keeper, here he is [Sheaws a piſtol. 


Philippe. (crying) And mult I give all the 3 4 
n 
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Don Scipio gave me for my whole haſket of grapes. 
(gives money.) A plague o' your muſitk 1 Oh, on! 

; | Et orying, 
Spado. What, you villain -I falpeQ preiently 
this houſe will be too hot for me, yet the devil 1e:npts 
me ſtrongly to venture in once more, if | con'd but 
pick up a few oe litile articles—Ecod, Pl venture, 
tho” 1 feel an ugly fort of tickling under my left ear 
—Oh, poor Spado! Exit. 


SCENE V. A hall in the caſtle. 


Re-enter Srap0. 


Spade. So many eyes about—1. can do nothing; if 
I cou'd but raiſe a commotion to employ their atten» 
tion—Oh ! here's Don Juan, father to Fernando juſt 
arrivid—Yes, if I cou'd but mix up a fine confuſion 
now—aye, that's the time to pick up the looſe 
things—but hold, F am told this Don 3 very 
paſſionate—eh ! to ſet him and Don Scipio together 
by the ears—Ears 1—!I have it. h 


Enter Don Juan in a travelling dreſs, 


Don Juan. Egad, my coming will ſurprize my fon 
Fernando, and Don Scipio too—tell him, I'm here 
Il hope I'm time enough for the wedding. 

Spade. (/lily.) A grim- looking old gentleman !_ 

EO | Berus obſequiouſly, 

Don. Juan. Whoſe dog are you? Spb 
Srado. How do you do, Signor? 

Don Juan. Why, are you phyfician? . 

Spado. Me a phyſician! Alack-a-day, no, your ho- 
nour, I am poor Spade. . 

Don Juan. Where's Don Scipio? What the devil, 
is this his hoſpitality ? he has heard that 1 am here? 

Spado. He hear! Ah, poor gentleman—bear !. 
his mĩs fortune! - | 

Don Juan. Misfortune | What, he's married 
again ? 


3 Spas. 


— 
— we edu — —— — — 
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Spades At the brink. 4 
on Juan Matty and near threeſcore, what, has 

he loſt his ſenſes? | 

Spade He has nearly loft one, Sir. | 
Don Juan. But where is he? | want to aſk hin 
about it, FR 
Spade Aſk, then you muſt ſpeak very loud, Sir. 
Den Juan. Why! What is he deaf? 

Spade. Almoſt Sir, the dear gentleman can ſcarce 
hear a word, 

Den Juan. Ah, poor fellow! Hey! Isn't yonder 
my ſon? (walks up ) 


Spade. Now if I cou'd bring the old ones together, 
I ſhoudn't doubt of a quarrel, 


| Enter Don Scir to. 
Den Scipio. Ah, here's my friend Don Juan ! Spa- 


do, I hope he han't heard of his fon's pranks ! 


Spade, Heut! Ah, poor Don Juan's hearing ! I've 
been roaring to him theſe five minutes. 
Don Scipio, Roaring to him! 

Spade. He's almoſt deaf. 

Don Scipio. Bleſs ine! | 

Spade. You muft bellow to him like a ſpeaking- 
trumpet. [Exit SpaDo, 

Don Scipio, (very loud) Don Juan, you are wel- 
come. F 0 

Don Juan. (Harting) Hey! Strange that your 
deaf people always . — loud — (very loud.) V'm 
very glad to ſee you, Don Scipio. 

Don Scipio When people are deaf themſelves, 
they think eve:y body elſe is too— How long have 
you been this way. (bawling.) 

Den Juan. Juſt artiv'd (bawling in his ear.) 

Dan Scipio. | mein as to the hearing? 98 
f [Very loud. 


Be Juan. Aye, I find it's very bad with you. 
{bewling.) Zounds I ſhall roar myſelf as hoarſe as 
a 1aVen. | 


Den 
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Dion Scipio, Ah, my lungs can? t hold out a conver- 


ſation— J. muſ? ſpeak by figns— | Motions to drink. 
Don Tuan. What now, are you dumb too ?. 


Enter Vasquez. Whiſpers Scirio. 
Don Scipio. Oh, you may ſpeak out, nobody can 


hear but me. 

Don Juen. [to Vaſquez. Pray, is this crazy fool, 
your maſter here going to be married ? 

Don Scipio. What! ( ſurpriſed.) 

Vaſques Don Fernando. wou'd ſpeak wich. you, 
fir. (to Scipio.) 8 [Exit VasQUsZ., 

Don Scipio. | wiſh he'd come here, and ſpe k, to 
this old blockhead his father — (takes bio hich ) 
Don Juan, you are welcome to my houſe—but I 
wiſh you had ftaid at home. 

Don Juan. I am—much oblig'd to you. 
Do Scipio You'll ſoon fee your ſon—as great an 
aſs as yourſelf. 

Don Juan, An aſs! you ſhall find me a tyger, you 
old whelp!. 
Don Scipio. Why, zounds, you're not deaf! 
Don Juan. A mad—ridiculous !— 


Enter Fexnanvyo ed. V1 CTORIA. 


Fernando! hey, boy, what the devil dreſs is this ? 

Fernando. My father—fir—I—l— 

Don Scipio. (to Victoria.) What are you doing 
with that fellow? 

Vicboria. Your pardon, deareſt — when I own 
that he is now my huſbands 

Den Scipio. Eh! Eh! By this ruin, this eternal 
diſgrace upon my houſe am I puniſh'd for my unjuſt 
_ to my poor fon, Don Cæſat—martied to that 
raſca 

Don Juan. Call my ſon, a raſcal! - 
Don Scipio. Zounds, man! who's thinking of 
yout ſon ? But this fellow to wy the girl and dif- 

grace my family. | 

G Don 
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Den Juan. Dj ! He has bonoured your fa- 
mily, 1. crack- (gee eld fool! 


Don Scipio. A footman famil bs * 
8 perannuated deaf old Ani wy 75 7 


Enter Dame IABG 114. 


Ob. Dame, fine doings ! Pedrillo here has Anden 
my daughter. 


Don Juan. But why this difguiſe hat js all this 
about? tell me, Fernando. 

Iſabella. What, is this really Don Feritando Þ 

Don Scipio. Do you ſay ſo, Don N * 

Den Juan. To be ſure. 

Don Scipio. Hey! then, Dame, your Ae is 
left to the valet no fault of mine tho. 
Iſabella. What à vile contrivance 2. | 

Fernando No, Madam, your's was the contri- 
vance, which love and accident have . in 
juſtice to this injured la _ 
Iſabella. Oh, that vil ain Spado! Fee? 
n Juan. Spado, why that's the villain told me 


you were deaf. 
Do Scipis Why, he made me believe you 'cou'd 
not hear a word. 

Iſabella, And led me into this unlucky exror. 


[Ait Is8aBe LL. 
Don Juan, Oh, what a lying ſcoundrel | | 


Enter SraDo. (bebind 3 


Spade, I wonder how my work goes on here! 
(Rears in Don Juan's ear ) 1 gre you joy, fir. 

Den Juan. Ill sive you ſorrow, Jan nſcat! 
(beate bin.) | 
Don Scipio. Vil have you hangs vou villain! 
2. Hang d ! dear fir, twould be the death of 


er l. (without.) Come alon Im Cara 
ſa — tol- de to : 7 — 


(Enters.) How do do, and 16 
Zounds! my old — * 6 


Den 
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Don „ Pedrillo! ' hey day! here's finery ! 
Pedrille. I muſt brazen it out—Ah, Don Juan, my 
worthy dad! 


Den Juan. Why, what in the name of—but I'll 
beat you to a mbmmy, firrah ! 
on Don't do thar—I'm going to be married 
an Heireſs, ſo muſtn't be beat to a mummy— 
Stand before 1. (get; bebind Lorenza.) ſpouſe, 
Don, Juan. Let me come at him. 
2 85 * whore you ate, he don't want you. 
ernande, Deir fir. 
Don Scipio, Patience, Don Juan, your fon has got 
my — ſo our contraQ's Fathli'e.. 


Don Tuan. Yes, fir ; but who's to ſatisfy me fot 
your intended affront, hey! 


Don Scipio. How ſhall | ger out of — ie · 
venge all upon you, you litiſe rafca}! to priſon you 
go—Here, a brace of Alguanils, and a pair of hand- 
. 


Sendo. For me! the beſt friend you have in the 
world! 


Des Scipio. Friend, you villain I that ſhan't ſave 
your neck. 


95 Why Ive fav'd your throat. 
Scipio. How, Sirrah ® 


Spade. Only two of the banditti here n the ext 
this morning. 


Dan Scipio. Oh, dear wel 
5. do. ut I got *em _ our, 
on Scipio. How, how? 
Spade. | told em they ſhould come and wander 
you this evenin 
Don Scipio. Moch oblig'd to you.—Oh, lord! 
[4 craſh and tumultuous noiſe without, Ban- 
ditti ruſb in arm'd, Don Cæſar at their 


—— bead, Fernando draws and flands before 
Victoria.] : 
- Bandirti. This wey! 


Don Scipio, Oh, ruin! Pm a miſerable old man 10 
Whire's now my fon _ Caeſar? if I hadn't ba- 


niſh'd 


- 
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* him, I ſhou'd now have a proteclor in my 
child. 


Don Ceſar. Then you ſhall—Hold! (0 Rund. 
My father ! (#neels 1 Don Scipio.) 

Don Scipio. How ! My fon Don Caſar ! 

Den Caſar. Yes, ſir—drove to deſperation 57 
my follies were my own—but my ves 

Don Scipie Were the conſequence of my rigour — 
My chile! let-thefe tears waſh away the remem- 
brance. 

Don Ca fur. My father? I am unworthy of this 
goodneſs—I confeſs ey'n now | entered the caſtle 
2 _ with an impious determination to extort by force. 
2 Sanguino. Captain, we did'nt come here to 441. 
Give the word for phunder. 


Banditti. Aye, plunder! -—. (very tumultuous.) 
Don Ca. far. Hold! + 


Spade. Aye, — let's have a choice rummag- 

ing. (cette bis piſtol, 
. Pedrillo. Oh, Lord! the:e's the bartel- organ! 

1 Don Cæ ſar. Stop! hold I command you. 2 

Don Scipio. Oh, heay'ns! then is Ramirez the 
terrible Captain of the cut-throats, the grand tyger, 
of the cave ?—Bur all wy ſault 1 the unnatural pa- 
rent ſhould be puniſh'd in a rebellious .child ! My lite 5 
is yours. 

Don Ceſar And II preſerve i it as my. own. Rez, 
tire and wait your orders, | 

[Exeunt all Baoditti but beads. J 

Don Scipio What, then, you won't let me be wur- 
dei d, My dear boy! my datling! Forgive me! I, 
1, 1 pardon all. 

Don Ceſar. Then, fir, I hill fir ſt beg it for my 
Companions, if reclaim'd by the- example of their 
leader; their future lives ſhew them worthy of mercy 
if not, with mine let them be forteit to the hand of 
juſtice. . 

Don Scipio. Some, I believe, may go up—Eh | 

litile Spado, could you dance upon nothing ? 


b 


Spade. 


k n . 
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Spade. Yes, fir ; but our captain, your ſon, muſt 
lead up the ball. | (Bews low.} 
Den Scipio, Ha, ha, ha! Well, you know though 
il beſtow'd, I muſt try. my intereſt at Madrid. 
Children, I aſk ou pardon ; forgive me, Victoria! 
and take my blefling in return. r 
Vidboria. And do you, fir, acknowledge me for 
your child? —_ Wu 
Don Scipio. l do, I do, and my future kindneſs 
ſhall make amends for my paſt cruelty. ; 
Pedrillo. Ha, here comes my fpoſa—Eh ! Got a 


beau already ? 


Enter Alrnons0 and Loxexza. 


Don Ceſar. My beloved Lorenza ! . 
| Lorenga, My deareſt, —_ (Embrace. )- 

Alphonſo. My good captain! as I knew this lady 
only by the name of Victoria, you little imagined in 
your friendly promiſes to me, you were giving away: 
your Lorenza ; but, had I then known we both lov'd 
the fame miſtreſs, I ſhould ere now have relioquiſh'd 
my ptetenſions. | 

Lorenza, My good-natur'd Alphonſo ! Accept my 
gratitude, my.eſteem, but my love is, and ever was, 
in the poſſeſſion of. © 

Den Ceſar. Dear father, this is the individual 
lady whoſe beauty, grace, and angelic voice, capti- 
vated my ſoul at Florence; if ſhe can abaſe her 
ſpotleſs mind to think upon a wretch ſtain'd with, 
crimes accompany her pardon with your approba- 
tion | | ' 

Lorenza, My Cæſar! let every look be forward to- 
happincls, | 1 | \ 


— — — WIT — R_— — — — 
* . a 
«at 


—. 
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4 c AIR XxIV. | - 
DUET. —Cz54x and Loxenza. - 
1% foul, my life, my love! bow great ! 
+, Sweet 2 fo hong 8 
9 . Jo. are rapture _—_ we meet, 
_— A bleſfing unexpeded.. 
Ihe i nd now cha y, 
Behold the radiant God of day, 
Ariſe with light eternal crown'd, LE TEST. 


. To gild the glorious landſcape round. 


Don Scipio. Iſabel has been too good, and I too 
bad a parent! Ha! ha! ha! then fate bas decreed 
you are to be my daughter, ſome way or other. _ 
_ Pedrills: Yes, but has fate decreed that my Spoſa 
is to be another man's wife? | £499 73 So 

Spade. And, fir, (7 Scipio.) if fate has decreed 
that your ſon is to de bang'd, let the induſgence 
* the unbleſt of dis followers. (Lows 


? - : * 


4 


Bos Scipio. Ha, Ea, ha! Well, tho! I belleve you 
a great, little rogue, yet it ſeems you have been the 
— trument of bringing about things juſt as they ſhou d 


Don Juan. They are not as they ſhou'd be, and l 
tell you again, Don Scipio, 1 will have 

Don Scipio. Well, and ſhall have—a bottle of the 
beſt wine in Andaluſia, ſparkling Muſcadel, bright as 

1Qaria's eye, and ſweet as Lorenza's lip; hey, now, 
for our brace of weddings—where ere the violins, 
lutes, and.cymbals? | ſay let us be merry in future, 


and paſt faults, our good-humour'd friends will for- 
get and forgive. | 


GLEE. 


a” 
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\ 


GLEE. Finals, 


Social powers at . call 
Welcome here to Hymen's hall ; 
Bacchus, Ceres, 727 eſs the feaſt 


1 lend the ori 51 Fa 
elate the ſoul, 

Ha. Br, the roſy bowl s - 

no chaſte and dear delight, 

Crown with joy ibis bappy night. 


THE END. 
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